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Editorial. 

"Here  we  are  again!"  says 
the  clown  in  the  pantomime, 
turning  a  cart-wheel,  to  the  de- 
light of  the  gallery.  The  Phil- 
istine, clad  in  traditional  motley, 
bobs  up  likewise  every  autumn, 
with  no  very  dissimilar  remarks 
upon  his  lips.  In  fact,  on  his 
annual  reappearance  in  the 
chosen  circle  of  his  friends,  the 
Philistine  has  really  nothing 
wiser  to  say.  He  hesitates  at 
disconcerting  his  new  acquaint- 


ances of  1904  with  any  set,  stilted 
greeting,  out  of  keeping  with  his 
jocose  and  cheerful  attitude.  He 
knows  that  his  older  friends 
would  never  take  such  for- 
mality seriously.  In  fact,  he 
feels  that  a  polite  and  neatly 
turned  address  of  welcome  might 
be  one  of  those  things  in  life 
which  do  not  "come  off."  So 
he  merely  bows  low,  turns  his 
cart-wheel,  and  trusts  to  the 
goodwill  of  the  gallery.  The 
approval  of  the  pit  and  boxes 
may  follow. 
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There  has  been  so  much  gaiety 
during  these  opening  weeks  that 
we  have  hardly  found  time  to 
see  our  friends,  complain  of  the 
weather,  or  realize  the  changes 
that  have  taken  place  on  and 
about  the  campus.  Exciting 
events  are  the  order  of  the  day; 
a  festive  atmosphere,  reminding 
one  oddly  of  the  vanished  May 
Fete  hangs  over  the  college.  We 
no  longer  give  mere  teas — we 
have  carnivals ;  there  is  no  ne- 
cessity for  the  athlete  to  keep 
herself  alive  on  thoughts  of 
spring  and  the  match  games ;  we 
plunge  into  intercollegiate  bas- 
ket-ball. A  spirit  of  adventure 
seems  to  be  urging  us  on, — who 
can  tell  where  it  may  lead  us? 
We  become  breathless  as  we  re- 
flect on  possible  future  achieve- 
ments. Without  realizing  the 
various  changes  that  have  come 
about,  the  entering  class  finds  it- 
self a  part  of  a  lively  and 
very  progressive  institution. 
From  observation  and  hearsay 
we  conclude  that  there  is  no  lack 
of  life  and  earnestness  in  1904, 
and  that  the  spirit  of  Bryn  Mawr 
College  will  gradually — perhaps 
immediately — inhabit  these  new 
votaries,  and  make  them  most 
worthy  daughters  of  the  Alma 
Mater  that  we  all  love. 

It  is  without  remark  that  the 
Philistine  publishes  the  follow- 
ing lines.  With  them  was  sent 
a  note  of  explanation,  to  the  ef- 
fect that  the  term  "Entering 
Freshman"  is  generic,  and  ap- 
plies, in  this  case,  to  any  mem- 
ber of  any  class  entering  any 
college : 


An  Entering  Freshman 
Speaks. 

(After  O.  W.  Holmes.) 

A  quiet  den  is  all  I  need, 
A  single  suite, — in  Pembroke 
Hall; 
With  sunlight  (one  must  see  to 
read), 
And  gaslight;  that  is  all. 

A  good-sized  closet,  with 

a  lock; 
Perhaps  a  view  of  Taylor 
clock. 

I  shun  loud  Popularity, 

But  hope  for  friends  in  every 
class ; 
And  on  my  strolls  should  like  to 
be 
Observed  of  those  I  pass. 
I  would  not  keep  to  any 

"set." 
But  welcome  be  to  all  I 
met. 

Collegiate  fame  I  do  not  prize; 
(Some  offices  can  hardly  pay ;) 
I'm  always  ready  to  advise, 
And  show  my  class  the  way. 
No  S.  G.  A.,  or  P.  U.  G. ; 
"Class  President"  will  do 
for  me. 

I'd  like  my  standing  to  be  fair, 
But  still  I  will  not  strive  for 
marks. 
I'll  work,  yet  leave  some  time  to 
spare 
For  mild  collegiate  larks. 

I  hope  I  need  not  grind 

or  cram, 
To  pass  a  pretty  fair  exam. 

I  don't  expect  society, 

(I've  had  so  much,  I  do  not 
mind;) 
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But  with  receptions,  suppers,  tea, 
Some  pleasures  one  may  find. 
A  freshman  class  is  in  de- 
mand ; 
There's  lots  to  do,  I  un- 
derstand. 

It's  best  to  be  quite  moderate, 
And    never    ask     too    many 
things. 
With  patience,  one  may  laugh  at 
fate; 
Contentment  makes  us  kings. 
By  giving  up  some  fool- 
ish pride 
We   all   could   live   quite 
satisfied. 


Marion  Dixon,  igoz. 
Died  ,  1900. 

At  the  first  meeting  of  the  Un- 
dergraduate Association,  called 
October  9,  the  following  resolu- 
tions were  passed : 

Resolved,  That  the  Under- 
graduate Association  of  Bryn 
Mawr  College  feels  a  great  loss 
in  the  death  of  its  esteemed  mem- 
ber, Marion  Dixon,  and  wishes 
to  express  to  her  family  its  sin- 
cerest   sympathy   in   their   grief. 

Resolved,   That  these   resolu- 
tions be  recorded  in  the  minutes 
of   the   Association   and   that   a 
copy  be  sent  to  her  family. 
Mary  Southgate, 

President. 

Elizabeth   Congdon, 
Secretary. 

On  Tuesday  October  2,  a  meet- 
ing of  the  Class  of  1901  was 
called,  and  the  following  resolu- 
tions were  passed : 


Resolved,  That  the  members 
of  the  Class  of  1901  feel  deeply 
the  loss  of  their  beloved  class- 
mate, Marion  Dixon.  They  found 
her  their  close  companion  for 
three  years,  ever  a  true  friend 
and  a  faithful  student;  and  de- 
sire to  express  to  her  family  in 
its  great  affliction  their  heart- 
felt  sympathy  and  sorrow. 

Helen  Prentiss  Converse, 
President. 

Caroline  Seymour  Daniels, 
Secretary. 


A  Little  Social  Event. 

A  DIALOGUE. 

Scene :  A  Freshman's  room, 
the  inmate  writing  at  table,  walls 
of  room  decorated  with  a  Yale 
banner,  Hosea,  Baby  Stuart, 
Lorna  Doone,  and  the  latest  post- 
ers. The  Venus  de  Milo  on 
book  case,  etc.  A  knock;  enter, 
a  Junior. 

Junior. — Good  evening,  are 
you  Miss  Jones? 

Freshman  (  apologetically  ) , — 
No,  I'm  Miss  Smith. 

Junior. — Oh,  I  beg  your  par- 
don, but  I  meant  to  call  on  you 
too,  so  it  doesn't  matter.  (Awk- 
ward pause.) 

Junior. — Do  you  live  in  Wash- 
ington? Oh,  no,  I  forgot,  that's 
Miss  Jones.    Where  do  you  live? 

Freshman. — In      Binghamton. 

Junior. — Really !  Do  you  know 
the  Turners? 

Freshman. — Why  yes,  do  you  ? 

Junior. — No,  but  my  room- 
mate's brother  does.  (Awkward 
pause.) 
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Junior. — How  soon  you  got 
your  room  settled.  It's  awfully 
pretty. 

Freshman  (looking  around  as 
though  she  had  never  seen  the 
room  before). — Do  you  like  it? 
I  haven't  put  up  all  my  posters 
yet.  I've  got  a  beauty  of  the 
Hire's  Root  Beer  boy,  but  I 
haven't  had  time  to  get  it  out. 

Junior. — You  seem  to  be 
fond  of  John  Drew. 

Freshman. — Yes,  I  had  six 
pictures  of  him  balanced  along 
the  picture  moulding,  but  they  all 
fall  down  whenever  the  door  is 
opened. 

Junior. — Well,  I  must  be  run- 
ning  along   Miss   Jo Smith. 

Come  and  see  me  over  in  East. 
Good  night. 

Freshman. — Good  night.  It 
was  perfectly  sweet  in  you  to 
come. 

( Exit  Junior.  Freshman 
turns  back  to  her  letter  and 
writes ;  Oh,  Mabel,  I've  just  had 
the  loveliest  call  from  the  dearest 
Junior,  etc.,  etc.) 

I.  L.,  1903. 


The  Junior  Carnival. 

A  prettier  spectacle  has  seldom 
been  seen  on  the  campus  of  Bryn 
Mawr  than  that  which  burst 
upon  the  vision  of  a  large  and 
excited  audience  on  Friday  even- 
ing, October  the  12th.  All  was 
darkness,  doubt  and  expectation 
as  the  onlookers  and  guests 
waited  on  either  side  of  the  road- 
way for  the  approach  of  eight 
o'clock.  At  last  came  a  noise  of 
tooting  horns  and  tinkling  bells, 
a  pattering  of  feet,  a  grinding  of 
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wheels  on  the  gravel,  and  two 
terrified  seniors,  acting  as  torch- 
bearers,  tremulously  lighted  their 
flambeaux.  The  effect  was  in- 
stantaneous ;  in  the  glare  of  a 
splendid  illumination  the  revel- 
lers advanced ;  the  king  of  the 
carnival  was  enthroned  on  high, 
a  jolly,  comely  monarch,  fitting 
representative  of  the  festive  sea- 
son. Comus  and  his  rout  fol- 
lowed, together  with  a  motley 
crowd  of  dainty  ladies  and  gor- 
geous cavaliers,  jesters,  necro- 
mancers, gypsies  and  foresters ; 
all  were  shouting,  singing,  blow- 
ing their  horns,  firing  off  toy  pis- 
tols, throwing  confetti  amongst 
the  crowd,  shaking  their  many- 
colored  baubles.  The  procession 
sped  along,  accompanied  by  an 
excited  and  amazed  mob  of  spec- 
tators. When  the  revellers 
reached  a  certain  point  in  their 
progress,  they  chose  their  part- 
ners from  the  Class  of  1904.  The 
chairman  of  the  Freshman  class, 
Miss  Howell,  mounted  to  her 
throne  beside  the  king  of  the  car- 
nival, and  was  borne  in  state  to 
the  gymnasium.  Everyone  en- 
tered, filled  with  interest  in  the 
wonderful  proceedings  which 
seemed  to  be  without  end.  When 
the  audience  was  seated,  the  cur- 
tains at  the  end  of  the  gymna- 
sium parted,  showing  a  tableau 
dear  to  the  heart  of  the  Bryn 
Mawr  student.  It  consisted  of 
representatives  of  six  other 
women's  colleges  worshiping  at 
the  shrine  of  Bryn  Mawr,  who 
stood  in  cap  and  gown,  holding 
aloft  a  lantern. 

Next    on    the    program    was 
a  minuet,  beautifully  executed  by 


four  couples.  This  was  followed 
by  a  charming  pas  seul  and  then 
came  the  planting  of  the  Fresh- 
man flower.  This  very  interest- 
ing botanical  experiment  resulted 
in  the  appearance  of  a  fine  blue 
flag,  which  was  duly  presented 
to  the  Class  of  1904.  Miss  How- 
ell gracefully  received  the  flag 
in  behalf  of  her  class,  and  the 
ceremony  was  followed  by  much 
enthusiastic  singing  and  cheer- 
ing. 

The  carnival  was  one  of  the 
most  amusing  and  artistic  things 
which  has  been  done  in  Bryn 
Mawr,  and  is  the  best  of  inspira- 
tions for  the  entering  class,  who 
will  doubtless  uphold  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  Bryn  Mawr  stage 
with  originality,  vigor  and  nov- 
elty in  coming  years. 


To    the    Editor    of    the    Fort- 
nightly Philistine  : 

With  the  beginning  of  various 
college  activities  in  the  fall,  it 
seems  desirable  to  bring  to  the 
notice  of  the  students,  and  espe- 
cially of  the  entering  class,  the 
work  done  at  Bryn  Mawr  by  the 
College  Settlement  Association. 
The  Bryn  Mawr  Local  Chapter 
is  a  branch  of  the  Central  As- 
sociation, which  supports  the 
three  College  Settlements,  situ- 
ated in  New  York,  Boston  and 
Philadelphia.  It  corresponds  in 
women's  college  to  the  University 
Settlement  Movement  in  the 
large  universities. 

Except  the  membership  fees, 
which  go  directly  to  the  Central 
Association,  the  activities  of  the 
Local      Chapter     are     directed 
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toward  aiding  the  work  of  the 
Philadelphia  Settlement.  As 
Bryn  Mawr  is  the  only  woman's 
college  near  Philadelphia,  this 
Settlement  should  be  under  our 
especial  protection.  It  is  the 
youngest  of  the  College  Settle- 
ments, having  been  opened  in 
1892,  and  owing  to  certain  condi- 
tions among  the  poorer  classes 
in  Philadelphia  and  to  necessity 
of  moving  from  one  neighbor- 
hood to  another,  its  progress  has 
been  made  among  great  difficul- 
ties. The  Settlement  was  moved 
last  fall  to  433  Christian  street, 
and  during  these  first  few  years, 
until  the  Settlement  has  become 
firmly  rooted  in  the  affections 
and  interest  of  the  "Neighbors," 
the  sympathy  and  co-operation  of 
the  college  students  is  especially 
necessary. 

It  has  been  the  custom  in  the 
past  years  for  a  number  of  the 
students  to  go  to  the  Settlement 
on  Saturday  mornings.  Some 
have  played  games  and  amused 
the  younger  children,  thus  keep- 
ing them  out  of  the  streets ; 
others  have  had  classes  and  clubs 
of  older  boys  and  girls  in  draw- 
ing, botany,  or  natural  history. 
It  is  strongly  urged  that  every 
student,  even  though  she  may  not 
have  time  to  visit  the  Settlement 
regularly,  make  the  effort  to  go 
at  least  once  during  the  winter. 
It  is  only  by  seeing  the  workings 
of  the  Settlement,  its  method, 
and  the  wonderful  results  ob- 
tained, that  we  can  feel  how  great 
should  be  the  interest  we  take  in 
it. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Chapter  has 
played  an  active  part  in  the  past 


history  of  the  Settlement,  and 
it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  entering 
class  will  take  up  its  work  and 
carry  it  forward  with  more  suc- 
cess and  more  benefit  than  ever 
before. 

Marion  Parris, 
Undergraduate  Elector. 


Mrs.  Jarley's  "Wax  Works. 

On  Friday  evening,  October 
19,  in  the  gymnasium,  the  Seniors 
entertained  the  Freshmen  with  a 
spirited  up-to-date  rendering  of 
Mrs.  Jarley's  celebrated  wax 
works.  Mrs.  Jarley  was  ideal, 
even  more  delightful  than  our 
most  enthusiastic  conceptions  of 
Dickens'  funny  old  creation. 
Our  necks  grew  an  inch  or  so  in 
our  efforts  to  see  over  the  crowd, 
as  our  eyes  wandered  happily 
from  one  to  another  of  the  many 
interesting  figures  which  lined 
the  walls  of  the  Gymnasium. 
We  glanced  enviously  down  on 
the  heads  of  the  Freshmen,  the 
guests  of  honor,  and  it  was  not 
until  Mrs.  Jarley  had  extolled  the 
virtues  of  the  various  figures, 
and,  aided  by  her  youthful 
George,  had  caused  them  to  per- 
form their  different  feats,  that 
we  truly  appreciated  the  beauties 
of  the  show. 

First,  the  Stanlaus  Bryn  Mawr 
girl  was  wound  up,  and  our  ears 
strained  ;.o  the  words  of  wisdom 
to  fall  from  her  lips.  But  we  were 
only  rewarded  by  jerky  little 
squeaks.  Next,  Mrs.  Jarley,  in 
eloquent  terms,  drew  our  atten- 
tion to  the  platform  full  of  celeb- 
rities, gathered  appropriately  at 
the  feet  of  Columbia.     We  felt 
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our  hearts  swell  with  pride  as  we 
recognized  among  the  number 
Columbus,  the  discoverer  of  our 
country,  and  the  noble  features 
of  McKinley  and  Roosevelt,  the 
two  joys  of  the  nation.  William 
Jennings  Bryan,  the  Boy  Orator 
of  Nebraska,  was  there  also  and 
attempted  to  win  votes  for  1904 
by  uttering  appropriate  Free  Sil- 
ver sentiments  in  mellifluous 
tones.  Kaiser  Wilhelm,  Uncle 
Sam,  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  the 
unhappv  maid  of  honor  with  her 
gold  bodkin,  and  a  black  masked 
headsman  completed  this  har- 
monious group.  We  next  en- 
joyed what  might  have  been 
quite  a  spirited  boxing  bout  be- 
tween Jim  Corbett  and  Terry 
McGovern ;  I  say  might  have 
been,  because  Jim  was  a  little  stiff 
at  first.  But  we  were  relieved  to 
know  that  his  slowness  was  due 
to  lack  of  oil  and  insufficient 
winding,  and  not  to  any  inherent 
cowardliness.  The  missing  link, 
was  most  highly  satisfactory, 
and  did  exactly  what  one  would 
expect  from  missing  links. 

Shivers  ran  up  and  down  our 
backs  when  we  approached  the 
"Chamber  of  Horrors."  Our 
flesh  crept,  our  knees  trembled  at 
the  realistic  burning  of  the  In- 
dian widow,  and  the  unwomanly 
act  of  Charlotte  Corday.  Marat, 
attired  in  a  twentieth  century 
bath  robe,  evoked  from  the  ten- 
der hearted  onlookers  such  ex- 
clamations as  "See  him,  so  hand- 
some and  yet  so  wicked !  To 
think  that  such  perfidy  could  be 


hidden  in  such  a  noble  frame!" 
Passing  hurriedly  over  the  man 
with  a  diabolical  grin  and  the 
Bromo  Seltzer  habit,  the  horrible 
creature  who  tickled  nine  wives 
to  death,  and  two  figures  who 
prowled  up  and  down  and  got  a 
little  mixed  as  to  which  was  be- 
ing prowled  after,  we  came  to 
a  charming  little  balcony  scene 
from  Romeo  and  Juliet,  rather 
modified,  it  is  true,  to  suit  the 
mechanisms  of  wax  works,  but 
yet  quite  lifelike  and  full  of  ac- 
tion. Boswell,  Dr.  Johnson,  the 
Sultan  of  Turkey  and  his  harem, 
and  Cissy  Fitzgerald,  completed 
a  show  which  will  long  be  a 
pleasant  memory  with  us  all.  As 
a  crowning  feature  of  the  enter- 
tainment all  the  wax  works  were 
set  in  motion  at  the  same  time, 
and  from  the  bedlam  of  their 
special  feats,  passed  by  magic 
into  living  men  and  women. 
Soon  the  spectators  in  the  gal- 
lery were  enabled  to  enjoy  the 
rare  treat  of  seeing  Columbus 
and  Dr.  Johnson  dance  the  two- 
step,  and  Mrs.  Jarley  and  Marat 
abandon  themselves  to  the  de- 
lights of  a  waltz.  While  the 
little  Indian  widow  disentangled 
herself  from  the  ashes  of  her  de- 
ceased husband  and  played  dance 
music  on  the  piano.  Even  the 
presidential  candidates  joined  in 
the  merriment  and  helped  hand 
ice  cream  to  the  envied  Fresh- 
men. Thus  a  delightful  evening 
ended  with  song,  merriment  and 
three  cheers  for  1901. 

H.  J.  C,  '02. 
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A  Rondeau  to  Pan. 

Almighty  Pan,  here  unto  thee 

We  offer  sacrificingly 

Our  humble  gifts, — some  berries  red, 
A  green-leaved  chaplet  for  thy  head, 

Cones  from  the  pine,  thy  sacred  tree. 

Tall  grasses,  bending  gracefully 
Beside  thine  altar  thou  mayst  see, 
And  golden-rod  upon  it  spread, 
Almighty  Pan. 

And  as  our  gifts  we  offer  thee, 

We  pray  in  all  humility 

That  thou,  great  god,    wilt  on  us  shed 
Tranquillity,  our  greatest  need, 

And  breadth,  to  make  us  calm  and  free, 
Almighty  Pan. 


B.  McG.,  1901. 


The  Undergraduate 
Association. 

A  large  and  enthusiastic  meet- 
ing of  the  Undergraduate  Asso- 
ciation was  held  in  the  chapel 
Thursday  evening,  October  18. 
The  principal  business  performed 
was  in  connection  with  the  Bar- 
nard game.  It  was  decided  that  the 
Chair  should  appoint  a  commit- 
tee of  three  to  have  charge  of  the 
songs  and  cheers  used  at  the 
game,  and  also  a  reception  com- 
mittee of  five  to  attend  to  the  re- 
ception of  the  visiting  team. 
Miss  Lord  and  Miss  Parris  spoke 
of  the  necessity  of  dignity  and 
courtesy  in  the  behavior  of  the 
students  at  the  game.  On  the 
recommendation  of  the  Editorial 
Board  of  the  Lantern,  Miss  Edith 
Hooper  was  elected  to  fill  the  va- 
cancy on  the  Board  made  by  the 
resignation  of  Miss  Lord. 


The  President  read  an  appeal 
from  Miss  Kean,  president  of  the 
Alumnae  for  money  for  the  new 
college  buildings,  and  it  was  de- 
cided that  the  Chair  should  ap- 
point a  collector  to  assist  in  this 
matter. 

The  president  then  read  a 
short  address  on  the  great  danger 
of  the  growth  of  class  feeling  at 
the  expense  of  the  college  spirit, 
and  of  the  serious  task  before  the 
whole  Association  of  the  preser- 
vation of  harmony  between 
classes  and  the  college  ideals. 
Miss  Reilly  and  Miss  Sinclair 
spoke  in  regard  to  the  Bryn 
Mawr  spirit  and  the  need  of 
unanimity.  Miss  Totten  called 
attention  to  the  unwillingness  of 
everyone  to  be  proctor,  and  the 
seeming  disloyalty  thus  shown  to 
Self-Government.  A  speech  by 
Miss  Masland  on  the  necessity 
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of  fellow-feeling  between  the 
resident  and  non-resident  stu- 
dents called  forth  great  applause. 
After  singing  the  college  hymn, 
the  meeting  adjourned. 


A  Fancy  Ball. 

It  was  the  night  before  the 
Freshman  play,  and  the  Fresh- 
man heroine  was  feeling  exceed- 
ingly discouraged  and  disgusted. 
She  was  thinking  disdainfully 
about  the  numerous  short-com- 
ings of  the  Gym.  stage,  the  back 
entrances,  consisting  of  chairs 
well  calculated  to  precipitate  one 
head  foremost  before  the  au- 
dience; the  front  curtains,  so 
liable  to  hitches;  the  irregulari- 
ties and  inadequate  size  of  the 
stage  itself,  which  made  the 
Freshman's  dance  in  the  last  act, 
a  mere  spinning  around  upon  one 
toe,  with  an  occasional  cautious 
step  to  the  right  or  left.  The 
Freshman  thought  over  these 
things  and  longed  to  be  out  of  the 
play. 

Suddenly,  she  never  quite 
knew  how,  she  found  herself  out 
of  doors,  walking  toward  the 
Gym.  It  was  cold,  and  the  stars 
were  shining  above  the  sleeping 
college.  As  she  opened  the  Gym. 
door,  to  her  surprise  she  heard 
sounds  of  music  and  voices,  and 
hastening  inside,  she  found  the 
long  room  filled  with  strange  and 
motley  figures.  There  were 
kings  and  court-ladies,  and  bal- 
let-girls, and  Grecian  heroes,  all 
dancing  a  minuet.  Their  foot- 
steps were  so  light  that  they 
could    not   be   heard   across   the 


room,  the  breath  of  their  laugh- 
ter was  so  soft  that  it  sounded 
like  a  faint  echo,  and  the  moon- 
light shone  through  their  misty 
figures. 

The  dance  ended,  and  a  lady 
with  powdered  hair,  and  a  Gains- 
borough hat  came  running  up  to 
the  Freshman  and  seized  her 
hand. 

"Ah !  I  am  so  glad  you  came," 
she  said. 

"Who  are  you?"  asked  the 
Freshman. 

"We  are  the  ghosts  of  all  the 
old  plays  once  acted  on  this 
stage,"  said  the  lady.  "We  have 
come  back  to  the  scene  of  our 
former  triumphs." 

"You  are  Lady  Teazle!"  cried 
the  Freshman.  "I  am  sure  of 
it !" 

Lady  Teazle  swept  her  a  curt- 
sey. "Come,"  she  said,  "let  me 
introduce  you  to  some  of  your 
predecessors." 

The  whole  roomful  came 
crowding  about  the  Freshman, 
holding  out  welcoming  hands. 

"One  more  night,"  they  said, 
"and  you  will  be  one  of  us,  a 
thing  of  the  past." 

"I  wonder  what  you  will  be?" 
said  Lady  Ursula,  "not  a  com- 
monplace Freshman  or  Junior,  I 
hope,  but  something  exciting!" 

"To-morrow  you  will  taste  all 
the  triumphs  we  once  knew," 
sighed  Mephistopheles,  looking 
down  at  the  Freshman  from  his 
imposing  scarlet  height,  "the 
cheering,  and  the  singing,  and 
the  flowers !  That  is  all  over  for 
us." 

"Why  do  you  all  come  back 
here?"     asked    the     Freshman. 
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"Surely  you  have  no  affection 
for  that  ricketty  little  stage !" 

"It  was  our  home !"  cried  Lady 
Ursula.  "My  whole  affair  took 
place  there,  and  ended  so  hap- 
pily !  I  wish  it  could  happen  all 
over  again."  She  sat  down  by 
the  footlights  and  wiped  her  eyes. 

"That  was  where  Lady  Sneer- 
well's  circle  moved!"  cried  an- 
other voice. 

"That  was  my  smoking-room," 
said  Florine,1  the  ballet-dancer, 
yawning.  "I  wish  I  were  back 
there !" 

"That  was  my  palace  under  the 
sea !"  cried  Neptune. 

"It  was  my  kingdom,"  said 
Mephistopheles,  throwing  his 
scarlet  cloak  over  one  shoulder. 
"I  am  a  monarch  enthroned." 

The  chorus  of  voices  grew 
louder  and  louder,  and  the  Fresh- 
man, terrified,  fled  out  into  the 
night,  the  echoes  still  ringing  in 
her  ears,  and  the  thought  filling 
her  mind  that  she  was  going  to 
act  her  little  part  on  the  same 
boards  which  Lady  Teazle's 
train  had  swept,  which  Mephis- 
topheles had  trodden  as  monarch 
of  the  Realm  of  Shades !  She 
hurried  home,  feeling  no  longer 
disdainful,  but  rather  very 
humble. 

A.  K.,  '03. 


An  ambulatory  omnivagent  crit- 
ter, 
Whose   flattery's   bland,    whose 
irony's  bitter, 
Who  clamors  and  calls 
And  greedily  bawls 
For  words,  words, — no  matter  if 
fitter 


To   shame  her  than  honor — all 

kinds  she  credits, 

Ah !  my  friend,  pity  the  woman 

who  edits, 

Pray,  pity  the  woman  who  edits ! 

A  voracious  female  on  the  verge 

of  insanity, 
Who    appeals    to    one's    pocket, 
good  humor  or  vanity, 
Who   beseeches   and   prays 
With  insidious  ways 
For  words,  words,  be  they  sense 
or  inanity — 
I  said  it  once  and  again  I  have 

said  "It's 
Your  duty  to  pity  the  woman 

who  edits," 
Pray,    pity    the    woman    who 
edits ! 

M.  C.  '03. 


A  Tragedy  in  One  Act. 

Scene:  Sophomore's  study.  Two 
Sophomores  grinding.  "En-* 
gaged"  on  door.  Loud  knock 
and  immediately — 

(Enter  two  Freshmen.) 

First  Sophomore. — "Engaged" 
means — 

First  Freshman. — Awfully 
sorry  to  disturb  you,  but  have 
you,  either  of  you,  any 
tennis  balls?  Oh,  you  were 
studying,  weren't  you? — too  bad 
to  bother  you,  but  I've  got  to  play 
some  old  Senior  in  that  silly 
tournament  and  my  balls  haven't 
come  yet.  Could  you  lend  me 
some? 

Second  Sophomore. — We 
haven't  any,  but  Miss  Wragley, 
on  the  second  floor,  has  some  and 
I  know  she  would  be  only  too 
glad  to  lend  them  to  you. 
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Both  Freshmen. — Oh,  thank 
you,  we'll  go  there, — sorry. 

(Enter  two  Juniors.) 

Second  Freshman. — Oh,  so 
glad  you  happened  along.  You're 
just  the  person  I  want  to  see 
— you  dear  Juniors — I  want  to 
know  to  whom  to  give  the  names 
of  the  girls  I've  chosen  for  the 
'Varsity  team.  There  are  five, 
two  have  played  for  ten  years, 
and  the  others  have  all  played 
two  or  three  years.  They  are  all 
fine.    Who  shall  I  tell? 

First  Junior. — Well,  perhaps 
you'd  better — 

First  Freshman. — Oh,  yes,  and 
then  we  wanted  to  know  if  that 
Self-Gov.  meeting  could  be  post- 
poned a  day  or  two,  for  we  are 
all  going  to  have  to  cut  it.  You 
see  we've  got  to  get  in  some 
chorus  practice  before  that  re- 
ception where  we  have  to  sing — 
oh !  me !  there  are  so  many  things 
we  don't  have  time  to  do  any- 
thing well. 

(Both  drop  wearily  into  chairs.) 


Enter  two  Seniors,  A  and  B. 
Sophomores  rise  to  greet  them. 

First  Freshman. — Miss  B., 
come  sit  over  here  on  the  floor 
by  me  and  pat  me,  I  like  you  so 
much! 

Second  Freshman. — There's 
Miss  A.  You're  another  person 
I  wanted  to  see,  to  tell  you  about 
next  Wednesday.  I  want  so 
much  to  come  to  ygur  tea,  but 
you  see  I'm  afraid  I  can't  come 
Wednesday,  because  two  or  three 
other  things  are  being  given  for 
me  that  day.  Such  a  rush,  you 
know. 

First  Freshman. — Gracious, 
come  on,  we  must  go,  or  we'll  be 
late  for  something — I  don't  know 
just  what  this  time.  Won't  you 
all  come  to  our  room  Tuesday 
to  meet  some  other  Freshmen — 
fine  girls — so  clever  and  not  a 
bit  fresh,  we  can  assure  you. 
Good-bye,  good-bye. 

(Exeunt  Freshmen.) 

D.  D.,  '03. 
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A  Class  Meeting. 

The  president  stood  by  the 
table  waiting  for  a  quorum  to 
assemble,  trying  to  fortify  her- 
self for  the  coming  conflict  and 
thinking  nervously  of  her  report 
due  to-morrow,  and  a  Fort- 
nightly to  be  handed  in  to-night. 
The  secretary  sat  at  the  same 
table  looking  over  the  minutes 
to  be  sure  that  every  word  was 
legible.  Before  them  stood 
groups  discussing  the  question 
of  the  hour  loudly  and  with 
many  gestures ;  other  groups  sat 
in  rings  on  the  floor  occupied  in 
the  same  way.  Here  and  there 
one  saw  the  face  of  that  type  of 
girl  with  a  blank  face,  who  al- 
ways comes  to  meetings  yet 
never  says  anything. 

On  an  average  of  about  every 
two  minutes  the  warning  signal 
of  a  proctor  would  sound  forth, 
instantaneous  silence  following 
immediately.  Then  one  voice 
would  take  up  in  a  low  tone  the 
interrupted  discourse,  followed 
by  another  and  another,  till  the 
original  level  of  sound  was 
reached.  The  treasurer  came 
and  whispered  that  a  quorum 
was  present.  The  president 
rapped  several  times  on  her  table. 
"The  meeting  will  please  come  to 
order.  The  business  before  the 
meeting  is  the  selection  of  a  class 
emblem.  The  question  is  now 
open  to  discussion."  "Mr. 
President !"  cried  four  voices  at 
once.  "Miss  Brown,"  responded 
the  president  blindly,  naming  the 
first  person  upon  whom  her  eye  fell. 
"Mr.  President,  I  don't  see  why 
we  need  a  class   emblem.     We 


have  a  class  song,  a  class  color, 
a  class  flag,  a  class — "  "But 
there's  a  precedent,"  shouted 
eight  persons  together.  "Silence !" 
exclaimed  the  president  severely. 
"Miss  Brown  you  have  the  floor." 
But  Miss  Brown  quite  discon- 
certed by  the  frowns  di- 
rected toward  her  could  not  be 
induced  to  proceed.  "Mr.  Presi- 
dent," began  a  thin,  reedy  voice. 
"Miss  Smithers."  "I  have  been 
looking  over  a  book  of  heraldry 
and  it  seems  to  me  that  a  rooster, 
flapping  his  wings,  is  just  what 
we  want,  its  just  like  our  class 
— ."  Here  Miss  Smithers  fal- 
tered, dismayed  by  the  sup- 
pressed chuckles  and  the  smiles 
visible  about  her.  "Yes,  Miss 
Smithers,"  said  the  president 
gravely,  strenuously  repressing 
her  own  amusement.  Miss 
Smithers,  after  glancing  suspi- 
ciously about,  continued:  "I mean 
according  to  heraldry  it's  typical 
of  our  stand  in  things."  "Mr. 
President,"  called  another  voice, 
"It  would  be  peculiarly  appropri- 
ate to  have  him  stand  on  a  bee- 
hive to  represent  our  busy  college 
life.  And  then  we  could  have 
our  motto,  in  Sanskrit,  'We  are 
the  only  ones',  enclosed  in  a 
wreath  below."  "O,  yes !"  cried 
Miss  Brown,  quite  charmed  over 
to  the  other  side  by  this  delight- 
ful picture,  "we  could  have  the 
rooster,  in  magenta,  our  class 
color;  the  bee-hive  in  yellow, 
for  the  college  color,  and 
how  splendid  it  would  be  to 
have  the  motto  and  wreath 
in  lavender,  because  that  was  the 
color  of  our  Juniors  and  they 
would ■-  be     awfully     touched!" 
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"Mr.  President,  I  think  that  is 
far  fetched,"  ejaculated  some- 
one from  the  back  of  the  room. 
"Mr.  President,  I  move  this  em- 
blem be  adopted,"  cried  a  voice. 
"Does  any  one  second  this  mo- 
tion?" "I  second  it."  "But, 
Miss  Johnson,"  said  the  presi- 
dent patiently,  "  you  made  the 
motion."  "Mr.  President,"  called 
a  deep  voice  from  the  centre 
of  the  room,  "I  don't  think  we 
know  our  own  minds  well 
enough  to  select  a  fitting-  em- 
blem. I  move  we  put  it  off 
for  six  months."  "Second  the 
motion!"  sounded  from  several 
quarters.  "No  such  thing!" 
cried  Miss  Smithers  vehemently. 
"I  move  that  the  president  ap- 
point a  committee  of  nine  to  get 
estimates  for  this  perfectly  lovely 
design.  It's  so  simple,  it  won't 
cost  much  and  I  want  mine  be- 


fore the  next  college  reception  so 
I  can  invite  my  friends  on  class 
paper." 

"Is  there  any  further  business 
before  the  meeting?"  demanded 
the  president,  desperately,  realiz- 
ing with  a  depressing  shock  after 
a  glance  at  the  clock  that  her 
Fortnightly  was  due  in  twenty- 
five  minutes.  "I  move  we  ad- 
journ," cried  every  one.  Then 
they  arose,  shook  themselves  and 
hastened,  refreshed  and  cheerful, 
from  the  room. 

The  president  collected  her 
block  of  foolscap  and  pen  and 
dashed  madly  for  Taylor,  leaving 
the  secretary  with  a  puckered 
brow  wrestling  with  the  problem 
of  how  to  bring  unity,  force  and 
coherence  into  the  minute  book. 
Ah!  what  an  honor  it  is  to  be  a 
class  officer ! 

M.  D.  M.,  '01. 


Alumnae  Notes. 
'92. 

Annie  Crosby  Emery  is  dean 
of  the  Woman's  College,  Brown 
University. 

'93- 
Louise  Sheffield  Brownell  was 
married     to     Professor     Arthur 
Percy    Saunders,    of    Hamilton 


College,  Clinton,  N.  Y.,  on  Au- 
gust 30.  She  is  head  of  the 
Balliol  School,  Utica,  and  in 
charge  of  the  English  depart- 
ment. 

V 
Helen     Rolfe     Hopkins     was 
married    to    Mr.    H.    R.    Mayo 
Thorn  on  October  3. 
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'97- 

Lydia  Mitchell  Albertson  was 
married  to  Mr.  J.  Wilbur  Tier- 
ney  on  October  2. 

Elizabeth  Caldwell  Fountain 
has  a  daughter,  Mary,  born 
August  5. 

Frances  A.  Fincke  has  returned 
after  two  years  of  foreign  travel 
and  study,  and  is  now  at  her 
home  in  Utica. 

Gertrude  Frost  is  teaching  at 
the  Brearley  School,  New  York, 
where  May  Campbell  and 
Frances  Arnold  still  continue  to 
teach. 

Margaret  Hamilton  is  teach- 
ing science  at  the  Bryn  Mawr 
School,  Baltimore,  where  Bertha 
Rembaugh  still  teaches,  this  year 
having  charge  of  the  History 
Class. 

Julia  Duke  Hemning  has  a 
daughter,  Julia  Duke,  born  Sep- 
tember 16. 

Friedrika  M.  Heyl  is  teach- 
ing Science  and  German  at  the 
Balliol  School,  Utica. 

Elsie  Campbell  Sinclair 
Hodge  and  her  husband,  Dr. 
Hodge,  are  reported  by  a  cable 
from  Minister  Conger  dated 
September  6,  to  have  been  killed 
at  Pao-ting-fou.  As  no  particu- 
lars have  yet  been  received,  a 
hope  is  entertained  that  they  may 
be  found  in  hiding  somewhere  in 
the  interior. 

Lydia  Foulke  Hughes  has  a 
second  son,  James  Rowland,  born 
July  18. 

Mildred  Minturn  is  ill  with 
scarlet-fever  at  Murray  Bay, 
Canada. 


Corinne  Putnam  Smith  and 
Mr.  Smith  returned  in  August 
from  their  year  of  travel  in 
Southern  Europe  and  Asia. 

.'99- 
Edith  Chapin  has  announced 

her  engagement  to  Mr.  Weston 

Hibbs,  of  Philadelphia. 

Content  Nichols  is  taking  Miss 
Donnelly's  place  as  English 
Reader,  until  Miss  Donnelly's  re- 
turn from  abroad. 

Mary  T.  R.  Foulke  Morrisson 
returned  home  from  Japan  early 
in  the  summer.  She  will  live 
in  Chicago  this  winter. 

Katherine  Houghton  will  con- 
tinue the  study  of  chemistry  at 
Radcliffe  this  year. 

Sibyl  Hubbard  expects  to  re- 
main abroad  for  a  year. 

Ethel  Hooper  was  east  for 
part  of  the  summer.  She  visited 
Sylvia  Scudder  at  her  summer 
home.  Amy  Steiner  and  Evelyn 
Walker  were  also  there  at  the 
same  time. 

Mary  Towle  is  planning  to 
take  some  courses  at  Radcliffe 
this  winter. 

Amy  Steiner  is  doing  private 
tutoring  in  connection  with  the 
Bryn  Mawr  School. 

1900. 

Dorothea  Farquhar  is  instruc- 
tor in  mathematics  at  the  Balliol 
School,  Utica. 

Grace  L.  Jones  is  teaching  at 
the  Rosemary  School. 

Edith  Houghton  and  Josephine 
Hemmingway  are  studying  medi- 
cine at  the  Johns  Hopkins  Uni- 
versity, Baltimore. 
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SHAPES  AND  KINDS  FOR  ALL 
SEASONS  AND  OCCASIONS... 
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SOROSIS" 


the   new 
SHOE    FOR 
WOMEN 


MADE  IN  35  STYLES 

of  Patent  Leather,  Enamel  Leather 
Vici  Kid,  Box  Calf  and 
Russia  Calf 

Sizes  1  to  9  Always  $3.5o 

Widths  AAA  to  E  and  the  best  at  any  price 

G.  P.  SNYDER  &  CO. 

1314  CHESTNUT  STREET 
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SCHREIBER    &   KERR     I 


Ladies'  bailors 


735  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET..,. 


fliAinrK  for  Mornin2  Wear» 

WWII?    Walkingt   Traveling^ 

Yachting,  and  Costumes  for  all 
kinds  of  Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 
times    J*     J*     J*    J*    J*    J*    & 


PHILADELPHIA 
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M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 


Manufacturers 
of 


ShOC  Specialties 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  North  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 

VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


|  Women's  Hats  and  Furs  | 
Outfitters  $ 


(H 


In  the  addition  to  our  unusually  fine  Hats  we  make  a 
specialty  of  Outing  Hats  of  all  sorts,  and  our  stock 
will  be  found  to  comprise  all  the  latest  European  and 
American  novelties. 

Blaylock  &  Blynn 


824-26  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 
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E.  0.  THOMPSON'S  SONS 

910  WALNUT  STREET 

oman's  Tailoring 


A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 


J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 
PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     c°70Z0"tdJ"ce 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


GOWNS,  JACKETS  J* 
PEDESTRIAN  SKIRTS 
ETC.  «£*    J*    &    J*    & 

'POPULAR    COLLEGE   PRICES 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1 2 14  Chestnut  Street 


WHITMAN'S 

are 
the 

daintiest 

Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 
1316  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOICS  and...... 

Stationery 


^ 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving:  of  all 
kinds  In  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


DREKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  Lunches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles   W*   Lcupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures  •*- 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH   STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

i  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Fur  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 

in£.    H.    RHMSEY 

BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Giit  Edge  ana  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.     Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


1223  Chestnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

X'*}':      /  DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 
PRIGKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall, at  n  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


Attractive      #&*  popular 
Wall  Papers^®*  PK'CES 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  <£  CO. 
1624  CHESTNUT  STREET,  PHIL.HK.,  PA. 

TBI  Bryn  Plawr  PRaiacies^ 

OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.   All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN    MAWR,    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J-  &  J>  J> 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 

Personally-Conducted  Tours   *£ 


The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania 
Railroad's   Personally-Conducted    Tours    to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT 

and  WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address 
GEO.  W.  BOYD,  Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,  Broad  Street  Station, 
Philadelphia. 

J.  B.  HUTCHINSON,  J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Manager.  General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

At  the  time  of  the  May-day 
fete  last  spring  much  was  said 
concerning  the  admirable  esprit 
de  corps  shown  by  the  Bryn 
Mawr  students,  graduate  and 
undergraduate.  The  praise  was 
we  think,  fully  justified;  the 
whole  community  worked  to- 
gether like  one  woman,  and  the 
happy  result  will  not  soon  be  for- 
gotten. This  same  gratifying 
spirit  has  been  shown,  though 
not,  of  course,  to  so  necessarily 


great  an  extent,  in  the  attitude  of 
the  students  of  Bryn  Mawr 
toward  the  intercollegiate  basket- 
ball game.  Everything  that 
could  be  done  to  assist  the  teams 
and  the  committees  was  done 
with  a  will ;  the  interest  was  uni- 
versal ;  the  unanimity  of  the  stu- 
dent body  could  be  felt,  a 
strengthening  influence,  from  the 
beginning  to  the  end  of  the  un- 
dertaking. 

This  is  surely  the  spirit  which 
will  assist  us  to  make  a  success 
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of  any  attempt,  however  difficult 
and  new,  that  we  feel  inclined  to 
make.  If  the  student  body  will 
work  together  for  an  aim,  that 
aim  will  be  accomplished ;  and  if 
the  aforesaid  student  body  would 
realize  this,  esprit  de  corps  would 
probably  bind  it  into  a  solid,  irre- 
sistible and  unconquerable  force. 
One  serious  matter  in  re- 
gard to  which  the  college  com- 
munity does  not  seem  to  feel  this 
necessity  for  mutual  assistance 
deeply  concerns  the  Philis- 
tine. The  editorial  rooms  are 
not  besieged  (frankly)  with  del- 
egations of  students  tottering  un- 
der loads  of  manuscripts.  We 
do  not  wade  knee-deep  in  copy. 
Contributions  are  not  stacked  at 
the  doors  of  the  several  editors. 
As  the  Philistine  is  a  self-de- 
pendent sheet,  and  scorns  ex- 
changes, his  wit  and  humor  and 
variety  must  flow  from  one 
source — the  students  of  Bryn 
Mawr.     Ergo.     Verbum   sap. 


In    Memoriam. 

It  is  with  the  deepest  sorrow 
that  the  class  of  '97  has  to  record 
the  death  of  their  classmate,  El- 
sie Campbell  Sinclair  Hodge. 


The    Philosophical    Club. 

On  November  2  a  meeting  of 
the  club  was  held  in  the  parlors 
of  Pembroke  East,  when  Dr. 
Fullerton,     of     the     University 


of  Pennsylvania,  spoke  on  "Phil- 
osophy and  Life."  Dr.  Ful- 
lerton began  by  saying  that  from 
a  practical  point  of  view  no  aca- 
demic study  was  very  profitable. 
A  knowledge  of  Latin  grammar 
or  the  binomial  theorem  would 
probably  secure  bread  and  butter 
for  very  few  of  his  hearers  in 
after  life,  but  in  another  way  the 
study  of  philosophy  would  be 
very  useful.  Under  the  term 
philosophy  Dr.  Fullerton  included 
logic,  psychology,  ethics  and  his- 
tory of  philosophy,  and  he  went 
on  to  show  how  such  studies 
trained  the  minds  of  students. 
Before  beginning  logic  a  student 
might  feel  that  a  conclusion  was 
false,  but  would  be  unable  to  pick 
a  flaw  in  the  arguments  leading 
up  to  it ;  logic  trains  him  to  think 
so  clearly  and  weigh  his  words  so 
well  that  a  false  argument  does 
not  escape  him.  Psychology  ex- 
plains to  him  the  way  his  mind 
works,  and  ethics  clarifies  his 
moral  views  and  shows  him  the 
reason  of  the  faith  that  is  in  him. 
Dr.  Fullerton  defined  the  history 
of  philosophy  as  a  coming  into 
contact  with  the  thinking  minds 
of  all  ages.  Such  contact,  he 
said,  must  certainly  broaden 
one's  range  of  ideas  and  deepen 
one's  intellectual  life  by  moving 
back  the  flaming  barriers  of  the 
narrow  present. 

The  lecture  was  interspersed 
with  many  amusing  stories,  one 
which  especially  delighted  the 
audience,  being  the  anecdote  of  a 
man  who  introduced  himself  as 
"an  Alma  Mater  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Michigan." 
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The   Mouse. 

There  is  what  is  called  "a 
blower"  shutting  in  my  grate, 
and  behind  this  screen  the  mouse 
lives  an  eccentric  life.  I  have 
seen  him  only  once  (thank  heav- 
en!), but  I  have  heard  him  so 
often  that  I  feel  acquainted,  in  a 
distant  way,  as  one  feels  ac- 
quainted with  Lohengrin  or 
President  McKinley.  On  the  oc- 
casion of  our  meeting  he  was 
much  the  less  embarrassed,  but 
as  I  was  studying  Empedocles, 
and  he  was  playing  a  game,  he 
had  the  advantage. 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  small 
boy  going  along  the  street  and 
tracing  the  irregularities  of  the 
house  fronts  ?  He  runs  up  a  few 
doorsteps  and  down  into  area- 
ways  and  dins  with  a  stick  along 
iron  railings.  That  is  what  the 
Mouse  was  doing.  He  outlined 
the  bookcase  and  then  the  bread- 
box.  Next  he  turned  the  corner 
by  the  door  and,  hastening 
around  the  worktable,  disap- 
peared into  the  fireplace.  His 
manner  was  not  in  the  least  fur- 
tive, and  though  he  must  have 
seen  that  I  had  discovered  him 
(for,  truth  to  tell,  I  instinctively 
drew  my  feet  into  the  chair),  his 
poise  did  not  forsake  him ;  in  fact, 
he  seemed  to  take  particular 
pains  not  to  cut  any  corners. 

Ever  since  that  night  the 
strangest  sounds  come  from  the 
hearth.  Sometimes  there  are 
sharp  bumps  and  thumps,  as  if 
he  were  dropping  coals  through 
the  bars  or  playing  at  tenpins; 
at  other  times  paper  rustles.  Is 
he   reading  the    Campus-Mouse 


News,  or  he  is  wrapping  bun- 
dles?— a  fairy  drug  clerk,  fold- 
ing crisp  white  parcels,  tied  with 
pink  string,  everlastingly.  Once 
it  sounded  as  if  he  were  sharp- 
ening a  pencil.  There  are  never 
any  squealings.  Mrs.  Mouse 
must  be  quite  under  the  control 
of  his  bright  eye. 

It  is  a  pity  that  he  has  chosen 
a  fireplace  for  his  home,  for  the 
chances  are  that  he  will  be  burnt 
out  during  the  winter;  perhaps 
though  he  is  a  whimsical  bach- 
elor after  adventure,  who  is  sim- 
ply trying  an  experiment  in  femi- 
nine curiosity.  What  do  you 
suppose  he  is  doing  there?  I 
really  do  not  dare  take  off  the 
blower. 

A.  E.  W.,  '01. 


The   Sophomore   Play. 

The  event  of  the  season — the 
Sophomore  play — passed  off 
with  unusual  eclat  on  Friday 
evening,  October  26.  From  time 
immemorial  each  succeeding 
Sophomore  play  has  been  classi- 
fied as  the  "very  best  thing  that 
ever  graced  the  Bryn  Mawr 
boards,"  until  this  has  come  to  be 
quite  the  proper  laudatory  phrase 
in  the  case  of  Sophomore  plays. 
But  I  think  we  all  feel  that  this 
praise  has  never  been  more 
justly  deserved  than  by  1903  and 
their  charming  production  of 
"The  Rivals." 

The  audience  was  delightedly 
enthusiastic  from  beginning  to 
end.      There  was  nothing  they 
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would  not  have  said  in  their  zeal 
to  outdo  one  another  in  singing 
pretty  speeches  to  the  tune  of 
"Here's  to  1903."  The  people  on 
the  floor,  to  be  sure,  wished  their 
necks  were  longer,  but  in  the  de- 
lights of  the  moment  quite  forgot 
that  the  chairs  might  have  been 
more  comfortable.  The  people  up- 
stairs who  had  no  chairs  to  worry 
them  forgot  to  brood  over  the 
possible  loss  of  beauty  and  front 
teeth  consequent  on  a  collapse  of 
the  gallery.  Everyone  was 
happy.  But  happiest  of  all, 
perhaps,     were     the     Freshmen 


as  they  mentally  condoled  with 
Lydia  Languish  over  the  un- 
romantic  ending  of  her  love 
affair.  "Poor  thing!  How  sad 
to  have  to  get  married  in  the 
usual  prosy  way,  without  a  soul 
to  object  to  the  match;  and  she 
so  sweet-looking,  too."  They  all 
loved  Mrs.  Malaprop,  and  roared 
with  superior  knowledge  (they 
had  recently  taken  entrance  Eng- 
lish), as  she  made  mincemeat 
of  the  English  language.  "It 
could  easily  be  seen  that  there 
was  no  Bryn  Mawr  College  in 
her  days,  and  the  finishing 
schools  of  the  time  were  so  in- 
efficient." 

Bob  Acres  brought  forth  peals 
of  laughter  from  everyone.  He 
was  truly  finished  in  his  bump- 
kinisms,  his  clumsy,  awkward 
clothes,  and  his  struggle  between 
his  feelings  as  a  gentleman  of 
honor  and  his  desire  to  "live  to 
fight  another  day."  Of  course 
Bob  was  no  coward.  He  merely 
felt  a  certain  amount  of  pity 
for  the  young  and  inexperienced 
Ensign  Beverly,  for  you  know 
Bob  was  an  awfully  ferocious 
creature.  He  always  killed  a 
man  a  day  and  kept  a  private 
cemetery  for  the  victims  of  his 
sword.  It  was  rather  a  disap- 
pointment when  Bob  Acres  did 
not  get  married  in  the  end,  for 
he  had  good  points,  and  we  hoped 
all  along  that  a  maiden  aunt  or 
something  might  turn  up  and 
take  him.  Sir  Anthony  Absolute 
was  very  popular,  too.  He  was 
really  a  very  nice  sort  of  old 
gentleman  most  of  the  time.  But 
when  he  flew  into  a  passion  and 
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pounded  his  cane  up  and  down 
on  the  stage  it  was  terrible. 
"How  could  he  be  so  hard- 
hearted and  cruel  as  to  disinherit 
his  handsome  son  in  that  beau- 
tiful red  coat !"  the  Freshmen 
whispered  to  each  as  they  vainly 
sought  a  suitable  rhyme  for 
Winslow. 

Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger's  brogue 
and  swagger  gave  the  finishing 
touches  to  an  admirably  rendered 
role,  while  Faulkland  (poor  fel- 
low, his  bride  was  cut  out !) ,  Fag, 
David  and  Lucy  each  contributed 
towards  making  the  evening  one 
of  the  most  delightful  of  the  col- 
lege year. 

The  surprise  of  the  evening 
was  the  scenery.  It  was  unusu- 
ally elaborate  and  ingenious, 
especially  North  Parade  and 
King's  Mead  Fields.  There  were 
long  rings  of  applause  when 
North  Parade  rolled  itself  out 
from  behind  an  innocent-looking 
piece  of  light-blue  cheesecloth. 
But  when  King's  Mead  Fields, 
instead  of  being  the  conventional 
Bryn  Mawr  stage  exterior  of 
green  denim,  a  palm  or  two  and  a 
withered  branch  of  a  tree,  was  a 
real  true  forest  which  conveni- 
ently rippled  apart  at  one  corner 
to  allow  for  the  exits  and  en- 
trances, the  applause  was  deafen- 
ing. 

Thus  with  its  merry  actors  and 
its  dainty  scenery  the  evening 
was  one  succession  of  joy  and 
pleasure ;  and  when  it  was  all 
over,  and  we  drew  ourselves  re- 
luctantly away  from  the  gym- 
nasium, every  tongue  was  busy 
saying  nice  things  about  1903. 


BOOK   REVIEW. 
The  Bacillus  of  Beauty. 

(By  Harriet  Stark.) 

There  is  but  one  remark  to  be 
made  justly  about  this  extraor- 
dinary work,  (recently  sent,  by 
some  painful  misapprehension,  to 
the  Philistine  for  review)  : 
every  one  ought  to  read  it.  It 
is  rather  successful  when  read 
aloud  to  people  with  some  humor 
in  them ;  and  even  serious  per- 
sons find  it  cheering. 

It  treats  of  a  piquant  but  un- 
lovely Western  girl  who  comes 
to  New  York  to  pursue  gradu- 
ate courses  in  science,  at  Bar- 
nard College.  Her  professor  in 
Biology  makes  her  the  victim  of 
a  cherished  experiment,  inocu- 
lates her  with  a  Bacillus  which  he 
has  discovered,  and  by  whose 
means  she  becomes  the  most 
beautiful  woman  in  the  world. 
After  many  adventures  with  im- 
possible society  people  and 
deified  Bohemians,  the  heroine 
becomes  disgusted  with  life  and 
its  vanities,  and  takes  laudanum, 
after  writing  a  farewell  letter, 
three  printed,  pages  in  length. 
"The  Bacillus  is  a  cheat,"  she 
writes,  "every  woman  to  her 
lover  is  the  most  beautiful." 

There  are  merits  in  the  work ; 
epigrams  abound  (we  weary  a 
little  of  epigrams  since  we  fin- 
ished Red  Pottage;  action  is 
swift,  characters  bob  up  and  dis- 
appear with  frenzied  rapidity ; 
and  the  descriptions  are  vivid, 
not  to  say  dazzling. 
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"I  was  confused,  overjoyed  at  trophes  are  a  bit  inconsequent, 

her   sudden    sparkle,"    says    the  but  one  must  have  catastrophes, 

heroine's     unfortunate     country  The  heroine  is  killed  off  rather 

swain;  "the  soft,  flashing  light  suddenly,  perhaps,  but  what  else 

of  her  was  fire  and  dew.     She  could  one  do   with  her?     And 

made  visible  nature  sympathize  the  tantalizing  secret  dies  with 

with  her  moods.     The  sky  smiled  her.     "The   Bacillus   of  Beauty 

and  was  pensive  with  her."  shall    have    no    other    victim," 

Can't  you  see  her?  says  the  disagreeable  lover  re- 

The    English    language    is    a  ferred  to  above.     All  of  which  is 

little  disrespected  in  The  Bacillus  trying ;  but  the  book  had  to  be 

of  Beauty,  but  one  need  not  de-  finished,  didn't  it?     What  would 

mand  everything ;  and  the  catas-  you  have  ? 


Our   Essays. 

Wl 

We  put  them  in  a  week  ahead, 


When  first  we  write,  with  Freshman  dread, 

Our  essays, 


Our  essays ; 
But  in  our  later  efforts,  then 
We  scribble  with  Mercurial  pen, 
And  stuff  them  in  the  box  at  ten, 

Our  essays. 

We  read  them  to  our  friends  with  glee, 

Our  essays, 

And  mark  them  in  advance,  "H.  C," 

Our  essays. 

But  when  appointment  hour  is  due, 

Each  cherished  thought  is  scored  with  blue ; 

We're  lucky  if  they  just  pull  through, 

Our  essays. 

"I  find  them  all  a  trifle  crude, 

Your  essays ; 
You  don't  begin,  you  don't  conclude, 

Your  essays ; 
Your  words  are  weak,  your  phrases  trite, 
Your  treatment,  on  the  whole,  is  slight ; 
I  think,  perhaps,  you'd  best  rewrite 

Your  essays !" 
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We  all  sit  up  till  daylight  o'er 

Our  essays ; 
Like  autumn  leaves  they  strew  the  floor, 

Our  essays ; 
Transitions  almost  drive  us  mad ; 
We  truckle  wildly  to  a  fad ; 
We  turn,  and  twist,  and  cut  and  pad 

Our  essays. 
No  inspirations  ever  grace 

Our  essays ; 
We  scientifically  space 

Our  essays ; 
We  tack  the  moral  on  the  end, 
Some  orthographic  errors  mend, 
And  to  a  dreadful  fate  we  send 

Our  essays. 

E.   T.   D.,   '01. 
A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


On   Writing  a   College  Song. 

(A  true  narration.) 

Scene :  A  study  lighted  by  two 
lamps.  It  is  very  hot,  and  the 
place  has  a  "tousled"  appearance. 
Phillida  bends  over  the  desk, 
chewing  a  pencil ;  Amaryllis  lies 
on  the  couch,  staring  at  the 
ceiling;  Lalage  has  reached  the 
floor,  where  she  sits  in  a  nest  of 
MSS.  The  chairs,  window- 
seat  and  table  are  strewn  with 
scrawled-over  scraps  of  paper. 

Phillida. — Hum  the  tune 
again. 

Amaryllis. — Ta-ta-tum  ta-tum 
ti-tum — tum-tum — 

Phil. — That's  the  chorus  ; 
we've  finished  the  chorus. 

Amar. — And  it  sounds  like  a 
comic  song!  Everyone  will  ex- 
pect a  gag  of  some  kind  at  the 
end ;  it's  absurd. 

Phil. — Can't    help    it ;    we've 


been  at  this  thing  three  hours 
now,  and,  good  or  bad,  it's  got 
to  be  finished.  Hum  the  old 
tune  again ;  there's  a  dear. 

A  mar. — Ta-ta-tum — 

Lalage  (crossly.) — Do  stop 
that  hideous  noise,  and  tell  me  if 
this  will  do :  "For  our  hearts 
swell  with  pride  as  we  watch  that 
banner  ride  on  the — " 

Phil. — How  fearful !  You  are 
degenerating,  my  love.  Have  a 
little  coffee. 

Lalage. — I've  had  so  much  I 
shall  never  sleep  again;  and  I 
don't  think  it  is  half  so  fearful 
as  "Come  raise  up  your  voices  to 
the  flag  that  floats  so  free,"  which 
you  composed  a  short  time  ago. 

Amar. — Oh,  that's  Miltonian 
to  the  stuff  Phillidais  turning  out 
now.  She  has  just  tried  to 
rhyme  "grant  us"  with  "cam- 
pus." Harmonious,  isn't  it? 
"Thy  inspiration  grant  us  as  we 
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sing  upon  the  campus."  Very- 
lyric. 

Phil. — I  might  do  better,  no 
doubt,  if  I  resorted  to  your  po- 
etic devices.  See  here!  (fishes  a 
fragment  of  paper  out  of  the 
waste-basket) — I  thought  so! 
"Bryn  Mawr,  far,  are,  bar,  mar," 
— this  is  rich! — "star,  scar,  yar, 
gar," — poor  thing,  she  drivels, 
"Car,"— 

Lalage  (chuckling). — Trolley- 
car  ;  good  thought !  "Come  back 
in  a  trolley-car  from  our  homes 
both  near  and  far." 

All  (in  chorus). — To  the  Col- 
lege of  Bryn  Mawr. 

Amar. — Well,  I  don't  care ;  it's 
better  to  make  lists  of  rhymes — 

Lalage. — Than  never  once  to 
rhyme  at  all.  Come,  we  must 
work.  Don't  speak,  either  of 
you,  till  you  have  an  inspiration. 
( She  begins  to  glare  at  the  paper 
before  her,  and  mutter  to  herself ; 
Lalage  bites  her  nails;  Phillida 
counts  on  her  fingers ;  a  pause. ) 

Amar.  (softly). — O  let  our 
voices  ring.  Ring.  O  let  us  al- 
ways sing.  No,  that  won't — O, 
let  the  halls  resound. 

Phil,  (suddenly). — We  are! 

Lalage. — Are  what  ? 

Phil. — We  are !    Here  we  are ! 

Amar. — We  know  that,  all 
right ! 

Phil. — Here  where  we  now  are 
— in  the  College  of  Bryn  Mawr! 

Lalage. — Weak,   weak ! 

Amar. — Impossible.  "Guiding 
star"  would  be  almost  better. 

Phil. — Oh,  if  we  have  to  come 
down  to  "guiding  star"  I  shall 
resign.  You'll  be  suggesting 
"We  are  loyal,  we  are  true,  to 


the  red  and  green  and  blue," 
next. 

Lalage. — Throw  in  yellow  and 
white. 

Phil. — "Halls  so  gray"  is  good 
local  color. 

Amar. — Drat  the  thing !  There 
are  no  rhymes  to  it.  Why  can't 
we  have  a  good  song,  like  men's 
colleges  ? 

Lalage  (glumly). — Because 
we  are  not  a  man's  college,  I  sup- 
pose. When  we're  solemn,  the 
old  thing  is  a  dirge;  when  we're 
funny, —  (groans). 

Phil. — Oh,  it's  fatal  to  be  fun- 
ny. (Long  pause.  In  the  midst 
of  the  silence  the  door  is  burst 
open,  and  a  jovial  face  looks  in.) 

The  Face  (cheerful). — Hello! 
How  are  you  getting  on?  Song 
done?  Sing  it  to  me.  (A 
bright-green  moment  of  silence 
ensues ;  then — ) 

Chorus. — Get  out  of  this,  you 
idiot!  (The  door  is  slammed. 
Silence  once  more,  broken  by 
mutterings. ) 


A   Monologue. 

Scene:  Interior  of  a  cup- 
board. 

Chaunticleer  (solus) . — Whew ! 
how  tired  I  am !  Another  such 
spree  will  turn  my  feathers 
white;  but  never  mind,  my  boy. 
As  the  poet  so  aptly  puts  it : 

"It  ain't  much  fun  just  now,  by 

Jove, 
But  think  of  times  to  come !" 

I  am  on  the  high  road  to  fame, 
along  with    Juno's    geese,  who 
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saved  the  capitol,  and  Henny- 
penny,  who  thought  the  sky  was 
falling.  It  isn't  everyone's  luck 
to  make  a  stir  in  the  world.  Ha ! 
ha!  it  was  rather  alarming,  but 
how  envious  the  boys  will  be 
when  I  tell  them  how  much  at- 
tention I  attracted !  I  was  the 
centre  of  all  eyes.  To  be  sure, 
the  people  in  the  hall  laughed 
rudely  when  they  saw  me,  but 
those  dear  girls  in  that  crowded 
room !  They  sprang  to  their  feet 
to  receive  me,  uttering  the  most 
curious  noises,  meant  for  wel- 
come I  suppose.  I  had  a  streak 
of  bashfulness,  and  retreated  un- 
der a  bed,  but  the  dear  creatures 
lured  me  out  again.  Those  girls 
are  destined  to  succeed  in  sport, 
for  one  of  them  instantly  began 
to  practice  basket-ball  with  me 
through  the  transom.  I  love  to 
be  useful.  When  she  had  made 
a  goal  from  the  field  I  was  borne 
back  here  followed  by  an  en- 
thusiastic escort.  The  glory  of  it 
will  certainly  turn  me  into  a  cox- 
comb. 

"All  this,  I  surmise, 
May  occasion  surprise." 

But,  O  dear !  how  it  tires  one's 
legs.  I  feel  like  a  bird — on  toast. 
It  has  been  glorious.  Pertelote 
will  scold  me  when  I  get  home 
for  having  been  out  all  night,  but 
when  I  tell  her  how  popular  I 
have  been  she  will  die  of  envy. 
I  shall  be  the  cock  of  the  walk.  I 
shall  be  "the  only  blackbird  in 
the  dish." 

I  have  heard  people  say  that 
the  Yankee-dude-'ll-do,  but  just 


wait  till  I  get  home  and  I'll  show 
that  the  cock-a-doodle-do.  Hur- 
rah !     Cock-a-doodle-do-o-o-o. 

(At  this  point  Chaunticleer  be- 
comes so  noisy  that  the  door  of 
his  house  is  suddenly  opened  and 
he  is  thrown  out  of  the  window.) 
M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


Her  Vocabulary. 

When  she  a  simple-spoken  lass 
Left  home  and  off  to  college 
went, 
I  never  thought  she'd  be — alas — 
The  subject  of  her  friends'  la- 
ment. 

But  since  her  words  have  grown 
in  size 
True,  I,  for  one,  can't  compre- 
hend 
The  meaning  deep  which  under- 
lies 
Those  new  expressions  of  my 
friend. 

For  when  I  try  to  compliment 
Her  fertile  brain  and  its  vi- 
vacity, 

A  haughty  answer  back  is  sent. 
"It  is  my  cranial  capacity." 

And  when  I  say  she  holds  as  well 
Her   golf -club   as   indeed   her 
pencil, 
I  am  surprised  to  hear  her  tell 
Me  that  her  hands  are  quite 
"prehensil." 

And  when  she  eats  a  dainty  bite 
And  I,  with  some  assumption, 

Remark  upon  her  appetite, 
She  calls  it  her  "consumption." 
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And  when  I  ask  her  what's  the 
aim 

Of  working  with  a  purpose, 
She  tells  me  that  the  little  game 

's  to  get  a  "social  surplus." 

And  when  I  tell  her  that  she's 
changed 
She  seems  most  aggravated, 
And   says,  in   accents   quite   es- 
tranged, 
"I'm  differentiated." 

So  I  have  tried  my  best  to  find 
What  these  words  represent. 

I  learn  the  cause  that  is  behind 
Is  her  "environment." 


Athletics. 

1900 — 'Varsity. 

On  Saturday,  October  27,  the 
first  match  game  of  this  season 
took  place  on  the  campus  of  Bryn 
Mawr  between  the  'Varsity  and 
1900.  On  the  graduate  team 
Kroeber  the  captain,  Congdon 
and  MacCoy  played  forward 
during  the  first  half,  while 
Seymour  took  place  for  the 
second  half ;  Phillips  played  cen- 
tre-centre, Emerson  and  Knowles 
side-centres ;  Dean,  Barton  and 
McKeen  played  back. 

On  the  'Varsity,  Miller,  the 
captain,  played  centre-centre ; 
Cragin  and  Ayer,  side-centres; 
Emmons,  Sinclair  and  Adams 
as  forwards  showed  their  usual 
skill  in  scoring.  Crane,  Watson, 
and  Fowler  played  back. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day,  and  the 
whole  college  turned  out  to  see 
1900  play  basket-ball  once  more. 
Everyone  was  surprised  and  de- 


lighted at  their  excellent  team 
work  and  at  the  good  game  they 
put  up,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that 
they  had  not  played  since  the 
previous  spring.  The  game 
ended  with  a  score  of  7-2  in  favor 
of  the  'Varsity,  which  result,  by 
showing  us  what  the  'Varsity 
could  do  when  pitted  against  the 
champions  of  last  year,  gave  us 
great  hopes  of  a  glorious  victory 
in  the  approaching  game  with 
Barnard  College. 

McC,  '04. 
G.,  '04. 


The   Barnard   Dinner. 

On  Friday  night,  November  2, 
the  gymnasium  was  decked  with 
blue  and  white  to  do  honor  to  the 
guests  from  Barnard,  to  whom 
the  Athletic  Association  were 
giving  a  dinner.  The  tables  were 
arranged  in  a  hollow  square  with 
a  mass  of  chrysanthemums  in  the 
centre  between  them.  The  gal- 
lery was  adorned  with  a  row  of 
heads,  peering  over  the  top  and 
between  the  railings,  a  most  ap- 
preciative audience,  who  grew 
more  and  more  enthusiastic  as 
the  evening  progressed.  Those 
who  were  admitted  to  the  func- 
tion, the  'Varsity,  and  the  Recep- 
tion Committee,  and  a  few  happy 
outsiders,  who  were  there  only 
because  "there  was  room,"  be- 
gan the  dinner  with  a  rousing 
cheer  for  Barnard. 

Miss  Miller  proposed  a  toast  to 
the  Barnard  team,  and  Miss  Alls- 
berg  replied  with  a  toast  to  the 
Bryn  Mawr  'Varsity.  The  din- 
ner went  merrily  on,  with  discus- 
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sion  of  Barnard  customs  and 
Bryn  Mawr  customs,  and  inter- 
change of  compliments.  In  the 
pause  which  followed  the  soup 
course,  Miss  Kidder  gave  a  skirt- 
dance,  hoping  that  the  audience 
could  not  hear  the  creaking  of 
the  board  which  accompanied 
every  step.  Whatever  the  gym. 
stage  may  offer  as  a  theatrical 
setting,  and  it  is  not  for  us  to 
cavil  at  its  limitations,  it  is  not 
an  ideal  dancing  floor. 

The  waiters  replenished  the 
glasses  of  cider,  and  more  toasts 
followed  to  Miss  Allsberg  and  to 
Miss  Miller,  and  one  to  the  game, 
the  next  day,  by  Miss  Emmons. 
Then  we  sang  Manns  Bryn 
Mawrensium  and  Pala  Athene, 
displaying  an  unwonted  knowl- 
edge of  the  words. 

The  conversation  was  growing 
more  and  more  animated,  when  it 
was  suddenly  hushed  by  the 
opening  strains  of  the  Picka- 
ninny Song,  and  Miss  Montague 
appeared  on  the  back  of  the 
stage,  got  up  in  a  perfect  darkey 
costume  from  her  kinky  head  to 
the  flaming  yellow  rosettes  on  her 
slippers.  With  a  shake  of  her 
red  skirt  she  began  her  dance, 
which  brought  down  the  audi- 
ences, both  on  the  floor  and  in  the 
gallery.  She  departed  in  a  storm 
of  enthusiastic  applause,  and  the 
dinner  proceeded. 

After  the  coffee  was  brought 
on,  Miss  Wood,  as  Pierrette, 
gave  her  dainty  pas-seul.  The 
audience  watched  her  with  de- 
light, and  did  their  best  to  bring 
her  back  again.  Finally  Miss 
Miller    was    persuaded    to    sing, 


and  memories  of  Mayday  and  Al- 
lan-a-Dale  crowded  back  upon  us 
as  we  listened  to  Islington.  After 
everyone  had  joined  to  sing 
the  last  verse,  Miss  Miller  was 
applauded  to  the  very  roof  of  the 
gym.  Then  we  gave  a  final  cheer 
for  Barnard,  and  the  dinner  was 
over. 

We  pushed  back  the  tables  and 
danced,  ending  with  a  gay  Vir- 
ginia reel.  It  concluded  peril- 
ously near  to  half-past  ten,  and 
the  party  dispersed  in  haste. 
Rah!  for  Barnard! 

A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


dvaaoa.  xaraxakto  xafaj, 
id,  id,  id,  vixrj, 
Bryn  Mawr,  Bryn  Mawr,  Bryn  Mawr. 

Owing  to  the  rain  on  Satur- 
day morning  the  Bryn  Mawr- 
Barnard  game  was  played  in  the 
gymnasium  instead  of  on  the  ath- 
letic field.  This  dismayed  the 
Bryn  Mawr  cohorts  at  first,  as 
the  team  was  unaccustomed  to 
indoor  games.  Everyone  soon 
found,  however,  that  there  was 
no  cause  for  uneasiness,  as  splen- 
did team-play  had  been  worked 
up  in  the  short  time  given  since 
the  1900  game. 

At  1 1. 18  the  game  opened.  At 
11.20  Emmons  threw  the  first 
goal,  and  at  11.21  the  second. 
The  rest  of  the  game  was  in  pro- 
portion. Barnard  fought  well, 
and  used  some  fine  team  work, 
but  was  unable  to  compete  with 
her  opponents.  To  the  delight 
of  everyone  Miller,  who  was 
playing  centre,  also  scored  for 
the  'Varsity.    Sinclair  made  goals 
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with  her  customary  ease  and  flu- 
ency. At  the  end  of  the  first 
half  the  score  stood  12-0. 

In  the  second  half  Barnard 
fought  even  harder,  and  neither 
side,  in  the  excitement,  used  quite 
as  much  team  work  as  in  the  first 
half.  Emmons  threw  goal  after 
goal,  and  she  and  Sinclair  drew 
the  score  up  to  22-0. 

Barnard  deserves  much  credit 
for  the  plucky  fight  she  made.  A 
team  is  always  at  a  disadvantage 
playing  on  a  strange  ground  and 
in  a  somewhat  unsympathetic  at- 
mosphere. Our  team  had  the 
hearty  good-will  of  their  college 
mates  to  urge  them  on,  while 
Barnard  lacked  this  encourage- 
ment. We  admire  them  for  the 
spirit  they  have  shown  in  coming 
down  to  play  Bryn  Mawr. 

Barnard :  Forwards,  Kimball, 
Budd ;  centre,  Ware ;  backs,  Alls- 
berg,  Moen. 

Bryn  Mawr  :     Backs,  Cragin, 


McCormick ;  centre,  Miller  ;  for- 
wards, Sinclair,  Emmons. 

Score — First  half :  Sinclair,  2 
goals ;  Emmons,  3  goals  ;  Miller. 
1  goal;  12-0. 

Second  half :  Sinclair,  1  goal ; 
Emmons,  4  goals ;  10-0. 

Total,  22-0. 


The  Tennis  Cup. 

Much  more  than  the  usual 
amount  of  interest  has  been 
aroused  in  the  Tennis  Tourna- 
ment this  fall,  through  the  pre- 
sentation, by  Miss  Leslie  Apple- 
ton  Knowles,  '00,  of  a  cup  to  be 
given  to  the  champion  of  the 
singles.  The  cup  is  of  silver, 
about  nine  inches  high  and  very 
graceful  in  shape.  It  is  to  be 
regretted,  we  think,  that  this  cup, 
instead  of  being  given  outright 
cannot  be  held  as  a  trophy,  to  be 
given  each  year  to  the  winner  of 
the  tournament,  as  are  the  Silver 
Lantern  and  the  Chess  Cup. 


Alumnae    Notes. 

'93- 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Club  in  New 
York  has  taken  rooms  on  Forti- 
eth street,  where  non-resident 
members  may  get  lodgings. 

Sarah  Frances  Atkins  was 
married   from   her  home   in   In- 


dianapolis on  October  16  to  Mr. 
Thomas  Reid  Kackley. 

'94- 

Margaret  H.  Shearman  is  act- 
ing as  traveling  secretary  of  the 
Student  Volunteer  Movement  for 
Foreign  Missions  among  the  col- 
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leges  of  the  Northeastern    and 
Middle  States. 

'95- 

Madeleine  Vaughan  Harris  is 
to  be  married  to  Mr.  Henry  In- 
gersoll  Brown,  of  Germantown, 
on  November  14. 

Mary  Jeffers  is  teaching  at  the 
Women's  College,  Baltimore. 

Florence  Leftwich  is  teaching 
French  at  the  Bryn  Mawr 
School,  Baltimore. 

'96. 

Mary  D.  Hill  has  announced 
her  engagement  to  Mr.  Gerard 
Swope,  electrical  engineer,  of  St. 
Louis. 

Ida  Ogilvie  is  taking  graduate 
work  in  geology  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Chicago. 

Elsa  Bowman  was  in  Bryn 
Mawr  on  Saturday,  November  3. 

A  series  of  stories  of  Chicago 
life,  by  Edith  Franklin  Wyatt,are 
appearing  in  the  current  num- 
bers of  McClure's  Magazine. 

'97- 

Grace  A.  Elder  was  married 
to  Mr.  Fred  A.  Saunders,  Ph.  D., 
on  June  2. 

Clara  Landsberg  is  spending 
the  winter  at  Hull  House,  Chi- 
cago. 

Margaret  P.  Nichols  and  Eliz- 
abeth Norcross  are  spending  the 
winter  abroad,  and  are  at  present 
studying  in  Germany. 

Mary  Peckham  is  spending 
several  months  at  Hartley  House 
Settlement,  New  York. 

Elizabeth  D.  Seymour,  after 
taking  a  diploma  at  the  Art 
School  in  New  Haven  last  June, 


is  continuing  her  studies  there. 

Grace  Lounsbury  has  been  vis- 
iting in  Bryn  Mawr  for  a  few 
days. 

'98. 
Marion  Park  is  working  under 
Dr.  Shorey  at  the  University  of 
Chicago  for  the  fall  quarter. 

'99. 

Charlotte  Mitchell  has  re- 
turned from  Paris,  where  she 
studied  last  year  under  the  physi- 
ologist, M.  Richet.  The  re- 
sults of  her  experiments,  which 
were  on  fermentation,  were  re- 
ported by  M.  Richet  to  La  Soci- 
ete  Biologique  and  published  in 
the  transactions  of  that  society. 

Christine  Orrick  is  teaching  in 
the  Murray  School,  St.  Louis. 

Emma  Guffey  is  doing  private 
tutoring  in  Pittsburg. 

May  Blakey  is  teaching  Latin 
and  mathematics  at  Miss  Faulk- 
ner's school,  Philadelphia. 

Cora  Hardy  has  returned  to 
America,  and  is  studying  type- 
writing, in  order  to  facilitate  her 
future  literary  work. 

Dorothy  Fronheiser  is  keeping 
house  in  Johnstown,  Pa. 

Carolyn  T.  Brown  Lewis  is  liv- 
ing at  Haverford,  Pa.,  this  win- 
ter. 

Laura  Peckham,  Ellen  Kilpat- 
rick,  May  Blakey,  Elsie  Andrews 
and  Ethel  Levering  were  back 
for  the  Sophomore  play. 

1900. 

Thirty-eight  members  of  the 
class  were  back  for  the  Sopho- 
more play. 

Johanna  Kroeber,  Helen  Mac- 
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Coy,  Clara  Seymour,  Louise 
Cong-don,  Bertha  Phillips,  Leslie 
Knowles,  Helena  Emerson,  Kath- 
arine Barton,  Helen  McKeen  and 
Elise  Dean  made  up  the  team  that 
played  the  'Varsity. 

Elizabeth  Perkins,  European 
Fellow,  is  studying  this  winter  at 
Bryn  Mawr. 

Lois  Farnham  is  doing  gradu- 
ate work  in  politics  at  Bryn 
Mawr. 

Johanna  Kroeber  is  teaching  at 
Dr.  Sachs'  Collegiate  Institute  in 
New  York. 

Grace  Campbell  is  teaching  at 
Miss  Eaton's  school  in  New 
York. 

Evelyn  Hills  is  teaching  in  the 
Bridgeport  High  School. 

Katharine  Barton  is  studying 
at  the  American  Conservatory  of 
Music  in  Chicago. 

Kate  E.  Williams  is  abroad  for 
two  years. 

Martha  Irwin  is  doing  college 
settlement  work. 

Alberta  Newton  is  studying  at 
Oxford. 

Edith  Campbell  Crane  is  sec- 
retary of  the  Bryn  Mawr  School. 
Baltimore. 

Susan  J.  Dewees  is  junior  bur- 
sar at  Bryn  Mawr  College. 


Freshman    Songs. 

Class  Song. 
Tune — "Tommy  Atkins." 
Oh,  we  hasten  from  the  moun- 
tains and  the  shore, 
From  the  length  and  breadth 
of  this,  our  wide  domain. 


At  the  call  of  Bryn  Mawr  throng- 
ing at  her  door; 
Though   alas,   for   some  their 
trouble  was  in  vain. 
The  fame  of  Bryn  Mawr  went 
throughout  the  land 
Till  all  maidens  longed  to  go 
and  learn  her  lore, 
So  we  entered  at  these  portals, 
closed  to  ordinary  mortals, 
And  formed  the  glorious  class 
of  1904. 

CHORUS. 

Glorious  class  of  1904. 

Sing  her  praises  every  one 
Till  the  knowledge  of  her  great- 
ness 
Reaches  even  to  the  sun. 
May  her  luck  be  never  failing, 
May  her  course  be  straight  and 
true. 
Greatest  class  of  all  the  classes, 
Here's  your  daughter's  love  to 
you. 

As  we  pass  through  four  swift 
years  of  college  life 
May    each   one   be   more    re- 
nowned than  the  last; 
May  our  class  be  free  from  trou- 
ble and  from  strife 
Till    Commencement    Day    is 
done  and  all  is  past. 
Still  the  memory  of  the  class  of 
1904 
Will  remain  engraven  on  each 
separate  heart. 
Our  love  for  her  will  strengthen 
As      the      years      between      do 
lengthen, 
Though     the     stress     of     life 
should  force  us  all  apart. — 
Chorus. 
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Lantern  Song. 
In  various    lands  and    through 
various  peoples 
The  lantern  is  famous  in  var- 
ious ways ; 
The  watchman  at  midnight  feels 
safe  when  he  carries 
His   little   dark   lantern   with 
well-hidden  blaze; 
The  railroads  rely  on  its  help  in 
the  darkness 
While  signalers  talk  with  its 
flickering  rays. 
Yet  all  of  these  phases 
Can't  equal  the  praises 
Of  our  Bryn  Mawr  lantern  of  19 
naught  4. 

We  stand  here  to-night  and  we 

sing  of  our  glory 
And  pride  in  our  lanterns  that 

ever  will  last, 
And  sometimes  we  wish  that  a 

glimpse  of  the  future 
Had  come  to  that  savage  in 

ages  long  past, 
Who  first  got  a  flame  from  a  flint 

and  a  boulder 
And  sheltered  it  round  with  a 

leaf  from  the  blast, 
He  never  expected 
His  blunder  perfected 
In  our  Bryn   Mawr  lantern  of 

19  naught  4. 

Tune — "Tramp, Tramp, 'the  Boys 

Are  Marching." 
We  are  gathered  here  to-night 
And  our  faces  all  are  bright. 
We  shall  see  the  Sophomores  en- 
act their  play, 
But  the  tears  do  fill  our  eyes 
When  we  think  that  we  likewise 
Must  be  actors  and  playwrights 
another  day. 


CHORUS. 

See,  see,  see  the  curtain  rises ! 
Quickly  do  the  Sophs  appear 
And  the   scene  that  meets   our 

eyes 
Fills  us  with  a  glad  surprise, 
So  for  them  the  class  of  1904 

will  cheer. 

We  have  met  the  Sophomore 

Half  a  dozen  times  before 

And  each  time  we're  more  and 

more  impressed  with  awe. 
But  to-night  our  hearts  do  bound 
And  the  walls  with  cheers  re- 
sound 
For  the  Sophomoric  play  has  not 
a  flaw. — Chorus. 

Pembroke  opened  wide  her  doors 
And  we  entered  in  by  scores, 
That  was  when  the  Sophomores 

their  love  did  tell. 
They  regaled  us  with  their  best 
And  we  clapped  and  cheered  with 

zest 
As  they  sang  the  songs  we  love 

to  hear  so  well. — Chorus. 

So  we've  gathered  here  to-night 
And  our  eyes  behold  the  might 
And  the  genius  of  the  class  of 

1903; 
And  we  love  the  Sophomore 
As  we've  never  loved  before, 
For    we're    here    to-night    this 

charming  play  to  see. 

CHORUS. 

See,  see,  see,  the  curtain  rises ! 
Quickly  do  the  Sophs  appear 
And  the   scene  that  meets  our 

eyes 
Fills  us  with  a  glad  surprise. 
So  for  them  the  class  of  1904  will 

cheer. 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


II 


99 


It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 


.50    G-  p 


»£R  &  CO. 


1314  Chestnut  Street 


■T.  Ill  11111  1  1 1  1  1  kml_mjjLX±XAXMLi.l  LA±1.±A±A±A  L 1  L  AJ.J  j1L1±±XJUUl±  11  111 1 
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SCHREIBER   <&   KERR 


i  Ladies'  "Tailors 


T 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET.... 


PHILADELPHIA 


Gowns 


for  Morning  Wear, 
Walking,  Traveling, 
Yachting,  and  Costumes  for  all 
kinds  of  Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 
times    «**     «£      s£     &     <$     J&     <£ 


*HHWHMHHMMHt. 


TTTTTT  ITTUTT 
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M.  A  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


I  Women's  Hats  and  Furs 
|  Outfitters 


In  the  addition  to  our  unusually  fine  Hats  we  make  a 
specialty  of  Outing  Hats  of  all  sorts,  and  our  stock 
will  be  found  to  comprise  all  the  latest  European  and 
American  novelties. 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 


824-26  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 
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bouse 


A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 


J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Gor£Vi"tT °e 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


E.    O.    THOMPSON'S    SONS, 

910   WALNUT  STREET. 

Woman's  Tailoring  at  Popular  College  Prices 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"  The  Thompson  Sailor  Suit "     .  $20.00 
"Oxford   Pedestrian   Skirt"   of 
Oxford  Mixed  Devonshire 

Cheviot $15.00 

"  Scarborough  Suit,"  cut  double- 
breasted,  five-button  "Scar- 
borough Jacket, ' '  velvet  collar, 
Vierzon  style,  lined  with  grey 
Duchess  satin, three-piece  skirt, 
inverted  plaits  in  back,  bottom 
finished  with  Raudnitz  band    .  $45.00 

The  usual  price  of  suit  tailored  and  finished 
like  this  is  $60.00. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin  Underwear 

1 2 14  Chestnut  Street 


WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen   F.  Whitman   &  Son 

1 31 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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B00kS  and...... 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


BREKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  launches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leupold 


LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures 


and... 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  and  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

J  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
For  Lined  Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


ili£.     H.    RHMSEY 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


'N't*? 


1223  Chestnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair  Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 


DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall, at  11  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


902  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Attractive      ^^  pjjjjgw 
Wall  Papers4JKp*  PRICE 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  <£  CO. 
1624  CHESTNUT  STREET,  PHILA.,  PA. 

The  Bryn  piawr  Pdarmacies^ 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.  All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

E.  K.  WILSON   &  SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN   MAWR,    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J>  J-  jfi  j> 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 

Personally-Conducted  Tours   *£ 


The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania 
Railroad's   Personally-Conducted    Tours    to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT 

and  WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address 
GEO.  W.  BOYD,  Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,  Broad  Street  Station, 
Philadelphia. 

J.  B.  HUTCHINSON,  J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Manager.  General  Passenger  Agent. 


FOR  PRIVATE  CIRCULATION  ONLY 
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Editorial. 

Thanksgiving  is  upon  us,  and 
we  cannot  believe  it.  To  be 
sure,  its  coming  has  been  an- 
nounced by  many  messengers: 
wind  and  cold  and  stormy  skies, 
quizzes,  registrations  and  warn- 
ings. But  we  could  not  realize 
that  almost  two  months  of  this 
college  year  had  fled  away  until 
one  of  our  esteemed  editors 
handed  in  a  Thanksgiving  story, 
Upon  the  first  page  of  which 
the    word    turkey  occurred    six 


times ;  then,  indeed,  the  truth 
came  heavily  over  us. 

No  doubt  we  all  have  many 
things  to  be  thankful  for,  but 
just  at  present  a  mist  of  irony 
has  settled  down  over  our  head 
and  shut  out  the  golden  pros- 
pects that  undoubtedly  lie  be- 
fore us.  Under  this  gloomy 
cloud  we  beg  to  make  the  follow- 
ing   statements : 

1901    is  thankful. 

r.  Because  the  orals  are  three 
weeks   off. 
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2.  Because  they  took  required 
mathematics. 

1902  is  thankful, 

1.  Because  gym.  comes  twice 
a  week. 

2.  Because  its  members  are  so 
enthusiastic  over  the  College 
Settlement. 

1903  is  thankful, 

1.  Because  the  Freshmen 
treat  them  with  respect. 

2.  Because  they  are  such  a 
fine   class. 

1904  is  thankful, 

1.  Because  the  Sophomores 
are  so  kind  to  them. 

2.  Because  examinations  only 
come  twice  a  year. 

The  Philistine  is  thankful, 

Because  he  has  never  been 
sued  for  libel. 

With  such  a  crowd  of  thank- 
ful people  wandering  about  the 
campus,  no  wonder  that  the  tone 
of  the  Thanksgiving  number  is 
spritely  and  jovial.  However, 
assisted  by  a  usually  kindly  fate, 
we  may  all  rise  above  our  bless- 
ings, to  a  more  bearable  if  less 
gratified  state  of  existence. 

And,  after  all,  there  are  the 
holidays. 


Concerning  the    Mass   Meet- 
ing. 

On  Thursday,  November  15, 
a  mass  meeting  was  held  in  the 
chapel  to  enable  students  to  learn 
the  amount  of  the  Students' 
Building  Fund  and  to  see  the 
drawings  for  the  Bryn  Mawr 
calendar  of  the  year  1901. 

Mrs.  Charles  M.  Andrews, 
after   a   few    references   to   the 


needs  of  a  students'  building, 
which  must  be  appreciated  by 
all,  sketched  briefly  for  us  Cope 
and  Stewardson's  plans  for  the 
building.  It  will  be  of  gray 
stone,  and  of  an  architecture  cor- 
responding to  that  of  our  halls 
of  residence.  As  now  planned, 
it  is  to  consist  of  a  main  body 
and  two  large  wings.  The  aud- 
itorium will  embrace  one  wing, 
and  the  dining  hall  the  other, 
while  the  central  portion  will  be 
divided  into  many  smaller  rooms, 
to  be  used  as  alumnae  rooms, 
committee  rooms,  music  rooms, 
a  reading  room  and  cloak  rooms. 
In  the  auditorium,  which  will 
seat  one  thousand,  the  Confer- 
ring of  Degrees  may  perhaps  be 
held  temporarily,  until  we  re- 
ceive our  new  library  building. 
This  arrangement,  we  feel  sure, 
will  prove  an  advantage  to 
those  visitors  who,  at  our  Com- 
mencements of  recent  years, 
have  strained  eye  and  ear  in 
vain.  Moreover,  as  another  boon 
to  the  undergraduate,  it  has 
been  suggested  that  a  gallery  be 
built  around  the  dining  hall, 
from  which  interested  observers 
may  look  down  upon  the  feasts 
and  enjoy  hearing  the  toasts  of 
the  functions  to  which  they  are 
ineligible. 

The  committee  in  charge  of 
the  Bryn  Mawr  calendar  for 
1 90 1  decided  that  it  would  be  al- 
lowable to  have  the  calendar 
more  expensive  than  before, 
provided  that  it  was  also  more 
artistic  and  more  interesting  to 
the  general  public.  The  design 
for   the   cover   consists   of   two 
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figures,  in  cap  and  gown,  hold- 
ing a  lantern  between  them, 
with  a  view  of  Pembroke  in  the 
background.  These  are  print- 
ed in  soft  colors  on  a1  warm 
brown  paper,  reminding  one 
slightly  of  the  May  Day  pro- 
grams. There  are  four  full 
page  illustrations  in  color,  one 
being  for  each  season,  and  a 
page  with  an  appropriate  head- 
piece and  tail-piece  for  each 
month. 

Judging  by  the  specimen 
leaves  that  we  have  seen,  the  cal- 
endar will  be  quite  unique  and 
very  pretty.  If  the  general 
public  shows  the  same  apprecia- 
tion of  it  that  the  mass  meeting 
did,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
it  will  prove  a  financial  as  well 
as  an  artistic  success.  Bryn 
Mawr  owes  a  vote  of  thanks  to 
those  who  are  sending  out  such 
thoroughly  creditable  sketches 
of  the  college  life. 

Miss  Martha  Thomas  read  the 
following  report: 

Received       May       I, 

1900    $5239  73 

Donations    151  50 

Sale  of  photographs.  51  47 

Given  by  lantern   ...  175  00 

"       "     1900     ....  500  00 

"       "     1901     305  00 


$6422  70 

Probable         addition 
from    photographs.         20  00 


Total  $6442  70 

E.  C.,  'oi. 


Barnard  Beaten  at  Basket 
Ball.  Bryn  Mawr  Beauties 
Defeat  Metropolitan  Mai- 
dens By  Score  of  22-0. 

(Birdseye  view  of  the  game 
as  seen  from  the  Editorial 
rooms  of  the  Philistine.) 

Taylor  clock  struck  eleven — 
the  vast  amphitheatre  of  the 
gymnasium  at  Bryn  Mawr  was 
thronged  with  enthusiastic  spec- 
tators, and  a  sudden  hush  fell 
upon  the  air  as  the  rival  teams 
came  lightly  leaping  on  the  field. 
A  slight  commotion  occasioned 
by  the  forcible  ejection  of  a  re- 
porter was  hardly  noticed  in  the 
excitement  aroused  by  the  dainty 
costumes  of  the  Quaker  Queens. 
These  were  gowned  in  yellow 
velveteen  skirts,  white  sashes  and 
broad  lace  collars  embroidered 
with  the  initials  of  their  Alma 
Mater.  The  referee  was  all  in 
white  and  carried  the  silver 
bugle  which  not  only  serves  to 
call  time  and  fouls,  but  is  pre- 
sented after  the  game  to  the  cap- 
tain of  the  winning  team. 
The  New  York  nymphs  wore 
baby  blue  and  white,  gathered 
at  the  neck  with  forget-me-nots. 
As  the  players  took  their  po- 
sitions the  various  classes 
cheered  for  the  field  favorites. 
We  give  the  cheers  verbatim: 

College  Cheer. 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurray! 
Bryn  Mawr,  Bryn  Mawr,  Bryn  Mawr! 

1901 — Who  are  you?   Bah!  Bah! 
Who  are  we?  Rah!  Rah! 
Bah!   Bah! 
Rah!  Rah! 
1901. 
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1902— Rah!  Rah!  Rah! 

Hurroo!  Hurroo!  Hurroo! 
1902. 
1903 — Yah!  Yah! 
Wah!  Wah! 
Wah-Wah!  Yah- Yah! 
1903. 
1904— 1,  9,  o,  4, 
1.  9»  o,  4, 
Hello,  Central! 
What  number,  please  ? 
1904. 

The  game  began.  The  cap- 
tain of  the  'Varsity  ran  lightly 
down  the  field  with  the  ball  un- 
der her  arm,  dealing  heavy  back- 
handers to  all  who  came  in  her 
way,  and  stuffed  the  ball  into 
the  ba'sket.  A  Barnard  centre 
seized  the  skirt  of  a  Bryn  Mawr 
forward,  and  though  dragged 
several  times  from  end  to  end  of 
the  field,  pluckily  held  on  till 
carried  off  on  a  stretcher,  at- 
tended by  the  umpire.  During 
the  second  half  a  Bryn  Mawr 
back  burst  into  tears  on  discov- 
ering that  her  costume  was 
slighty  torn,  but  was  comforted 
by  being  allowed  to  make  a  goal. 

Luncheon  was  served  between 
the  halves.  When  the  total  of  22- 
o  was  reached,  every  one  was  so 
tired  and  hot  that  they  agreed 
to  stop  playing.  Every  one 
joined  in  the  College  song,  the 
teams  were  congratulated,  and 
disheveled  pompadours  rear- 
ranged. A  bunch  of  pansies 
was  presented  to  the  'Varsity 
captain,  and  she  was  trium- 
phantly escorted  to  Taylor  Hall 
in  a  station  wagon.  Every  one 
agreed  that  it  had  been  a  very 
pretty  game,  and  that  the  girls 
had  done  nobly.  Barnard  re- 
turned   home    disappointed,    but 


no  spiteful  remarks  were  heard. 
Editor's  Note. — (This  is  the  very 
best  the  Board  can  do  in  the  way  of 
New  Journalism.  It  gives  an  idea  of 
what  the  Philistine  may  attain  to  in 
the  near  future. ) 


A  Thanksgiving  Story. 

"No  Thanksgiving  turkey  for 
our  dinner  to-morrow,  children," 
(This  is  rather  an  abrupt  way  of 
beginning.  But  remember,  this 
is  a  Thanksgiving  story.)  "The 
rise  in  Hecker's  buckwheat  has 
made  times  much  too  hard  for 
such  luxuries."  And  Mr.  Mug- 
gins, college  graduate  by  fate, 
and  mixer  of  soft  drinks  by  pro- 
fession, looked  sadly  from  one 
to  another  of  his  weeping  babes. 
(He  had  to  look  sad  because  it 
was  part  of  the  story.)  "Never- 
theless, Cynthia  dear,  as  a  last 
hope  I  shall  ask  you  to  count  out 
our  Social  Surplus."  The  five 
little  Mugginses  with  bibs  tied 
under  their  chins,  spoons  erect 
in  their  right  hands  and  tears 
stealing  down  their  left  cheeks 
sat  at  the  table  in  order  of  di- 
minishing ages,  and  anxiously 
watched  their  mother  disentangle 
the  family  wealth  from  the  con- 
volutions of  a  rusty  imita- 
tion leather  combination  card- 
case  pocket-book.  "Three  quar- 
ters, two  five-cent  pieces  and 
four  pennies,"  she  said  half 
aloud  (it  was  too  pathetic!) 
and  carefully  arranged  them  in 
symmetrical  piles  for  greater 
convenience  in  counting. 

"It  can't  be  done,"  she  sighed 
at  last. 

"Oh,     yes     it     can !     Eighty- 
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nine !"  piped  Miranda  Estellina 
between  sobs.  (Miranda  Estel- 
lina is  such  a  clever  child.  She 
was  named  after  her  great 
grandmother  on  her  mother's 
side.) 

"I  mean  the  turkey,"  wailed 
Mrs.  Muggins.  This  was  too 
much  for  little  Theophilus 
junior,  the  youngest.  He  threw 
his  cunning  red  curly  head  into 
the  pond  of  tears  on  the  table 
before  him  (absolutely  ruining 
his  lovely  orange  tie  with  em- 
broidered daisies!)  and  howled. 
While  the  other  four  Mugginses 
joined  effectively  in  the  chorus 
with  moans. 

"Tut,  tut,  tut !  This  is  only 
a  Thanksgiving  story,  children  !" 
said  Mr.  Muggins.  "And  who 
ever  heard  of  a  Thanksgiving 
story  without  turkey?"  (Mr. 
Muggins  was  a  college  man,  and 
well  read.)  But  still  they 
were  not  reassured.  Their  sor- 
row was  simply  inexpressible, 
and  so  real. 

Nevertheless,  they  all  ad- 
journed to  the  drawing-room 
and  waited.  (It  was  too  late 
for  Miranda  Estellina  to  make 
a  fortune  selling  iron  holders.  It 
was  too  late  for  little  Theo- 
philus junior,  to  corner  the  news- 
paper market  with  his  merry 
face.  It  was  too  dark  for  An- 
aximander  Democritus  to  find 
a  handsome  diamond  ring  in  the 
gutter.)  There  was  nothing  to 
do  but  to  wait.  So  they  all  sat 
round  and  waited  and  waited. 
The  little  Mugginses  looked 
mysteriously  at  one  another,  and 
still   they  waited. 


By  and  bye,  after  about  two 
hours,  the  light  burned  blue  and 
a  damp  chill  breeze  came  from 
nowhere  in  particular  and  settled 
down  in  the  room.  At  the  same 
moment  there  was  a  pecking  at 
the  door.  Mr.  Muggins  disap- 
peared, but  soon  came  back  ac- 
companied by  an  extremely 
well-dressed  turkey  gobbler. 
(Though  his  collar  was  perhaps 
a  trifle  high  for  good  form  and 
his  wings  clipped  too  close  for 
efficacious  hearth  brushes. ) 
"Mrs.  Muggins  and  the  little 
Mugginses."  Mr.  Muggins  said, 
with  a  sweep  of  the  hand,  and 
the  same  ceremonious  tone  he 
used  in  asking  "With,  or  with- 
out cream,  Miss?"  The  Mug- 
ginses all  arose,  bowed  solemnly, 
retook  their  seats  and  wondered 
whether  it  would  be  polite  to 
eat  a  guest.  (But  somehow, 
they  were  not  a  bit  surprised  at 
this  happy  turn  of  affairs.  One 
never  is  in  a  Thanksgiving 
story.) 

"Shall  I  show  you  to  your 
room?"  Mr.  Muggins  finally 
asked,  oppressed  by  the  silence. 
And  too,  it  was  such  a  bore ;  for 
they  couldn't  make  merry  with 
the  turkey  there ;  it  would  have 
been  so  cannibalistic  and  ill  bred, 
under  these  circumstances,  and 
the  Mugginses  were  nothing  if 
not  comme  il  faut. 

Since  the  turkey  did  not  deign 
a  reply,  Mr.  Muggins  deferen- 
tially escorted  him  out  to  Fido's 
box  in  the  back  yard.  (How 
fortunate  that  Fido  had  gone 
visiting  that  night!) 

When     Mr.     Muggins     came 
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back,  his  face  was  wreathed  in 
happy  smiles.  (One  always 
smiles  in  a  Thanksgiving  story 
when  there  are  prospects  of 
turkey.)  But  his  joy  was  a  trifle 
cooled  when  Mrs.  Muggins  met 
him  at  the  top  of  the  back  stairs 
with,  "Theophilus,  Senior,  what 
have  you  done?"  (Cynthia  was 
a  little  cross  occasionally.) 
"Don't  you  know  that  a  bird  in 
the  refrigerator's  worth  two  in 
a  dog  box!"  But  Mr.  Muggins 
only  demurred  and  went  to  bed. 
Nevertheless,  the  hard  words 
rankled,  and,  like  the  little 
leaven,  worked  and  urged  him 
on,  until  at  a  quarter  after 
twelve  he  jumped  out  of  bed 
and  crept  down  the  back  stairs. 
A  moment  later,  a  mysterious 
figure    armed    with   a    Christey 


knife  and  intent  to  murder, 
glided  out  into  the  moonlight, 
past  the  ash  barrel,  and  up  to 
the  very  door  of  Fido's  resi- 
dence. But  oh!  horror  and 
consternation!  The  bird  had 
flown. 

Daylight,  however,  dispell- 
ed the  "flown"  theory.  For 
it  revealed  a  back  yard  scattered 
as  if  by  a  vortex  motion,  with 
turkey  feathers,  and  the  lean 
Fido,  now  grown  quite  smiling 
and  corpulent,  basking  happily 
on  the  kitchen  doorstep.  These 
facts  led  the  Mugginses  to  draw 
painful  conclusions.  But  they 
had  no  Thanksgiving  turkey 
after  all,  for  somehow  they 
couldn't  quite  make  up  their 
minds  to  eat  poor  Fido. 

H.  J.  C,  '02. 


The  Freshman  Play. 

It  is  obviously  the  thing  to 
praise  a  Freshman  play,  one 
sympathizes  so  acutely  with  the 
management  and  actors  who  are 
undergoing  agonies  in  the  effort 
to  make  a  creditable  dramatic 
debut;  but  in  the  case  of  the 
Pilgrim  of  Progress,  presented 
on  Friday  evening,  November 
the  ninth,  there  is  no  need  to 


fan  the  flame  of  enthusiasm,  or 
force  expressions  of  delight. 
The  lively  little  play,  besides  be- 
ing clever,  full  of  novelty,  and 
prettily  staged,  was  exception- 
ally well  acted;  one  could  hon- 
estly feel,  at  the  end  of  the  per- 
formance, that  it  had  been  a  true 
pleasure  to  witness  so  attractive 
a  production. 

The  charm  of  the  play  con- 
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the  most  violent  interest  and  en- 
thusiasm. 

Act  III.  was  extremely  well 
done.  Its  tea  party,  its  Mor- 
pheus Club  and  its  sentimental 
climax  quite  ravished  the  specta- 
tors, and  it  was  in  a  storm  of  ap- 
plause that  the  coeducational 
courtiers,  the  condescending 
collegians  and  the  royal  lovers 
finally  disappeared. 

We  heartily  congratulate  the 
author,  the  management  and  the 
players,  not  only  on  their  ex- 
tremely successful  efforts,  but 
also  on  the  abolition  of  several 
hoary  jokes  and  worn-out  sit- 
uations, which,  we  hope,  are 
buried  in  the  gloom  of  antiquity, 
to  be  resurrected  no  more. 


sisted  principally,  I  think,  in  the 
simplicity  and  completeness  with 
which  it  was  carried  out.  There 
was  no  padding,  no  waiting,  no 
striving  after  impossible  effect. 
The  actors  were  perfectly  com- 
petent, full  of  spirit  and  seem- 
ingly quite  at  ease.  Miss  Hope 
Woods  was  delightful  as  Marie 
Antoinette,  especially  in  the  last 
act,  where  she  danced  and  sang 
and  acted  with  the  self-posses- 
sion of  an  accomplished  ingenue. 
Miss  Chauvenet's  courtly  and 
finished  impersonation  of  the 
amiable  King  Louis  XVI.,  gave 
remarkably  good  tone  and  effect 
to  the  early  scenes  of  the  play. 
There  were  many  amusing 
novelties  introduced,  among 
which  the  dance  of  the  bees  was 
one  of  the  most  successful.  The 
curiosities  were  a  positive  stroke 
of  genius,  exciting  as  they  did 


Souvenir. 

The  Cotillon — Nov.  ioth. 
To  E.  W. 

It  was  just  for  a  moment  I  met 
him 
In  the  German's  inconsequent 
maze, 
But  'twill  take  me,  I  think,  to 
forget  him, 
A     number     of     overworked 

days. 
So     daintily     powdered     and 

painted, 
So    sweetly    bejewelled    and 
patched ! 
It  seemed  we  were  slightly  ac- 
quainted, 

A  pleasure  unmatched. 

He  bowed  for  an  instant  before 
me, 
Delightfully      piquant      and 
gay; 
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He  even  professed  to  adore  me, 
And    then    he    was    hurried 
away. 
Away,    with    a    gleam    and    a 
glitter, 
And  no  one  has  looked  on  him 
since ! 
He's  vanished !  What  fate  could 
be  fitter 

A  porcelain   prince? 

Alas,    nevermore    shall    I    meet 
him ! 
He  fled  to  a  country  of  dreams, 
Where    Marlowe    and    Beverly 
greet  him, 
And  Surface;   quite  hopeless 
it  seems ! 
For  how  shall  I  hope  to  discover 
'Mid    feminine    laughter   and 
wiles, 
My  dear  little  courteous  lover, 
His  voice  and  his  smiles? 
E.  T.  D. 


De  Rebus. 

On  Tuesday,  November  13, 
under  the  auspices  of  the  De 
Rebus  Club,  Mr.  Ashbee,  of  "The 
National  Trust,"  England,  made 
an  appeal  on  behalf  of  that  asso- 
ciation, for  the  sympathy  and 
help  of  Americans  in  carrying 
on  the  work. 

For  the  benefit  of  anyone  who 
might  be  laboring  under  a  false 
idea  of  the  Trust,  Mr.  Ashbee  be- 
gan by  explaining  that  the  word 
Trust  as  used  in  the  name  of  the 
association  has  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  American  politics,  but 
is  used  in  its  pure,  uncorrupted 
sense.  The  ostensible  object  of 
the  Trust  is  to  promote  the  per- 
manent preservation  of  beau- 
tiful lands  and  places  of  historic 
interest,  to  acquire  these  either 
by  buying  or  as  gifts,  and  to  hold 
them  in  trust  for  the  people. 
Idealism  now  takes  the  place  of 
former  truth,  and  the  Trust  asks 
that  some  of  the  energy  and  en- 
thusiasm which  is  constantly  be- 
ing expended  in  purely  material- 
istic purposes  be  turned  in  that 
direction.  More  than  any  other 
country,  the  United  States  feels 
the  problems  of  modern  civiliza- 
tion, the  great  industrial  prob- 
lems entirely  materialistic,  and 
the  question  is  whether  material- 
ism will  conquer.  The  National 
Trust,  however,  believes  that 
these  materialistic  forces  are  to 
be  retained  and  turned  to  some 
higher  object.  There  are  two 
distinct  sides  to  the  work,  the 
aesthetic,  that  is  the  establish- 
ment and  keeping  up  of  parks 
or  open  places   for  the  people, 
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and  the  historical,  which  will 
be  the  most  interesting  to 
Americans.  It  strives  to  pre- 
serve places  which  are  dear  to 
the  hearts  of  all  English-speak- 
ing people,  and  which  ex- 
emplify our  joint  national  his- 
tory. The  present  great  desire 
of  the  Trust  is  the  establish- 
ment of  a  club  house  or  Bu- 
reau of  Information  in  Lon- 
don, where  all  may  come  and 
study,  and  the  place  chosen  for 
this  is  the  old  palace  of  Henry 
VIII.,  in  the  Strand,  opposite 
Temple  Bar.  For  this  a  large 
sum  is  needed,  and  the  Trust 
wishes  to  have  a  thousand  mem- 
bers, each  subscribing  three  dol- 
lars, so  that  after  the  club  house 
is  obtained  there  may  still  re- 
main something  in  the  treasury 
for  emergencies.  The  Trust 
wishes  it  to  be  understood,  how- 
ever, that  this  is  not  asking 
American  funds  for  an  English 
enterprise,  and  that  if  we  in 
America  wish  to  preserve  Ni- 
agara Falls,  Concord,  Malvern 
and  Mount  Vernon,  there  are 
those  in  England  willing  to 
help  us. 

There  was  an  American  for 
whom  the  English  have  pro- 
found sympathy,  who  when 
plowing  on  his  farm,  used  to 
save  the  rose  bushes  from  the 
plow  and  plant  them  along  the 
roadside  to  cheer  the  passers-by. 
The  farm  failed,  but  how  about 
the  roses?  Mr.  Ashbee  comes 
to  ask  us  to  save  the  roses 
and    keep    them    sacred. 

The  lecture  was  closed  by 
several     stereopticon     views     of 


beautiful  and  interesting  places 
which  the  Trust  had  either 
bought  or  acquired  by  gift. 
Among  them  were  St.  Mary's 
Church  in  Stratford-atte-Bowe, 
the  White  Horse  Inn,  the  Hall 
of  the  Joiners'  Guild  in  Salis- 
bury, the  Cross  of  Caedmon, 
Old  Cloth  Hall  at  Innbury, 
Crokeston  Abbey  in  Scotland, 
Cowper's  house,  Killarney 
Lakes,  Oakland  Chase,  and  the 
dower  house  of  Queen  Cath- 
erine, wife  of  Henry  V.  Mr. 
Ashbee  in  several  cases  gave  de- 
tails as  to  the  rescue  of  the 
property  by  the  Trust,  especially 
that  of  Trinity  Hospital  for 
Pensioners  from  a  brewer,  and 
of  Stonehenge,  through  which 
they  wished  to  run  a  railway. 

The  last  pictures  were  those 
of  Watts,  Bryce,  Octavia  Held 
and  Ruskin,  some  of  the  great- 
est workers  in  the  organization. 


To   the  Editor  of  the  Philis- 
tine: 

Dear  Sir: — A  problem  has 
been  agitating  my  mind  deeply 
of  late,  a  problem  relating  to 
one  of  the  foundations  of  the 
college  institution — I  allude  to 
the  subject  of  class  distinctions. 

Did  Plato  in  his  august 
Academy  parcel  off  his  disciples 
into  classes  ?  I  think  not ;  in- 
deed, after  having  searched  for 
information,  four  histories  of 
ancient  philosophies,  two  ency- 
clopaedias and  a  dictionary,  1 
may  say  he  did  not  What  log- 
ical reason  can  be  produced  for 
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separating  a  number  of  students 
into  a  group,  where  a  false  eti- 
quette supposably  requires  them 
to  be  bound  together  by  ties  of 
affection,  loyalty  and  common  in- 
terest? (should  there  be  any)  — 
students,  who  by  the  merest  of 
haphazard  chances,  have  pre- 
sented themselves  for  and  passed 
the  college  examinations  at  one 
time.  It  is  an  accepted  fact  that 
neither  affection  nor  congenial- 
ity can  be  induced  by  duty.  Sup- 
pose there  should  come  to  col- 
lege a  number  of  students, 
which  our  unintelligent  reason- 
ing would  call  a  class,  where  no 
two  members  would  have  an 
affection  for,  an  interest  in  com- 
mon with,  or  a  sense  of  loyalty 
toward  each  other!  This,  Mr. 
Editor,  is  not  too  fantastically 
impossible  an  idea.  As  the 
classes  increase  in  size,  I  believe 
we  are  approaching  crises  of  this 
character.  Think  of  the  awful 
possibilities  of  such  a  combina- 
tion ! — my  hair  involuntarily  rises 
at  the  bare  idea  of  class  meet- 
ings— what  scenes  of  horror, 
what  splits,  what  interminable 
wastes  of  time  before  such  an 
organization  would  realize  that 
it  could  never  accord,  but  that 
elections  and  selections  (of 
committees,  etc.,)  could  only  re- 
sult, after  many  grudgingly 
given  concessions  from  the  many 
factions ! 

At  this  point  my  reflections 
are  disturbed  by  a  sight 
strangely  in  accord  with  my 
thoughts.  Through  the  window 
opposite  my  study  table,  there 
come  into  the  range  of  my  vision 


a  Senior  and  a  Sophomore,  their 
arms  intertwined,  on  their  faces 
expressions  of  felicity,  and  float- 
ing from  their  lips  a  quaint  weird 
melody,  the  words  of  which  seem 
to  breathe  of  an  overpowering 
disappointment,  a  disappoint- 
ment which  as  yet  seems  not  to 
have  sunk  too  deeply  for  com- 
fort into  the  souls  of  the  sing- 
ers. A  small  canine  in  their 
wake,  appears  by  the  agonizing 
appeal  of  his  wails,  however,  to 
have  realized  the  full,  sad  sig- 
nificance of  the  ditty. 

But  I  have  digressed.  Such 
combinations  as  the  above,  of 
Juniors,  Seniors  and  Freshmen, 
meet  the  gaze  constantly;  they 
are  a  mute  reproach  to  us.  It 
is  distressing  to  think  of  the  in- 
dividuals of  these  elective  groups 
bound  by  iron  bands  to  others 
whom  they  (in  secret)  loathe. 
The  higher  powers,  even,  have 
shown  their  disapproval  of  these 
conditions  by  an  institution 
known  as  "The  Fifth  of  a  Class 
Rule."  And  now  my  dear  sir,  I 
desire  to  bring  forward  my  rem- 
edy for  this  state  of  hypocrisy, 
of  unequal  yoking  under  which 
we  now  writhe.  If  the  Under- 
graduate Association  is  too  un- 
wieldy a  mass  to  work  as  a  unit, 
why  should  we  not  separate  the 
students  into  classes  according 
to  brains  and  tendencies,  to  put 
it  crudely?  Let  the  brains  of 
the  entering  students  be  deter- 
mined by  the  First  Mid-year  Ex- 
perience, their  tendencies  by  the 
students  of  the  Experimental 
Psychology  Class,  who  thus 
would    be    provided    with    an 
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abundance  of  subjects.  This 
theory  I  have  evolved  after  care- 
ful meditation  and  I  have  called 
it  the  B.  and  T.  theory  for  obvi- 
ous reasons.  To  me  it  seems  logi- 
cal, scientific,  reasonable.  I  re- 
spectfully submit  it  to  the 
Philistine,  where,  should  it  ap- 
pear, I  shall  feel  myself  most 
deeply  honored. 

Faithfully  yours, 
Strenuous   Life, 
(M.  D.  M.,  '01.) 


The  Election  Parade. 

Was  it  a  spirit  of  prophecy 
which  put  the  idea  of  an  election 
parade  into  some  minds  last 
week  ?  Will  the  time  soon  come 
when  election  day  will  mean  to 
us  what  it  means  to  our  fathers 
and  brothers !  When  this  time 
does  come,  the  election  parades 
will  not  probably  be  any  more 
interesting  or  amusing  than  was 
the  one  of  last  Tuesday  night. 

Each  class  was  headed  by  a 
band,  playing  on  cymbals  (chaf- 
ing-dish covers),  fifes  (combs), 
drums  (cracker  boxes  and  dish- 
pans),  and  horns  (the  genuine 
article).  The  ranks  marched 
four  abreast,  and  made  a  very 
imposing  appearance,  as  most  of 
the  students  turned  out  to  march. 
1904  led  the  procession,  on  ac- 
count of  their  ability  to  make 
noise,  then  1903  and  1902.  1901, 
the  guard  of  honor,  protected 
the  rear.  The  marshals,  with 
wide  yellow  sashes,  ran  frantic- 
ally about  trying  to  form  the  line 
behind  Mcrion.  McKinley  and 
Roosevelt,  Uncle  Sam  and  Co- 


lumbia, and  five  transparencies 
were  important  features  of  the 
parade,  but  the  lifelike  figure 
of  "Billy  B."  was  the  "cynosure 
of  all  eyes,"  as  the  campaign 
accounts  put  it. 

After  marching  down  to  Pem- 
broke Arch,  then  past  the  Green- 
ery, the  procession  followed  the 
road  behind  Radnor  and  the 
Gym,  and  formed  an  eager  circle 
about  one  of  the  basket  ball  goal 
posts  where  Bryan  was  grace- 
fully swinging  by  the  back  of 
his  neck.  Much  to  our  sorrow, 
we  learned  that  he  could  not  be 
burned,  as  his  coat  was  bor- 
rowed. 

Mark  Hanna  kindly  loosened 
the  string  by  which  he  held  Mc- 
Kinley and  Roosevelt,  and  per- 
mitted them  to  speak  from  the 
Bryn  Mawr  Rostrum,  a  wheel- 
barrow. Their  speeches  ably 
expressed  the  sentiment  of  the 
community  which  cheered  them 
to  the  echo.  Mr.  Hanna  de- 
clined the  honor  of  addressing 
the  audience,  saying  that  as  he 
had  told  both  McKinley  and 
Roosevelt  what  to  say,  he  could 
think  of  nothing  else.  After 
cheering  Brigadier  General 
Jones  for  his  able  management 
of  the  Bryn  Mawr  Campaign, 
the  assembly  departed  to  rest 
(?)  From  which  rest  some  were 
rudely  awakened  about  two  a. 
m.,  by  bands  of  creatures  who 
seemed  but  yells  incarnate. 
These  announced  the  election  of 
McKinley  and  Roosevelt,  much 
to  the  satisfaction  of  all.  The 
emotion  aroused  cannot  be 
called  by  any  more  violent  name, 
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as  the  result  was  a  foregone  con- 
clusion. 

Editor's  Note. — During  one 
of  the  speeches  a  slight  disturb- 
ance was  caused  by  some  Bryan- 


ites,  but  the  interruption  was 
not  considered  of  sufficient  im- 
portance to  be  mentioned  in  the 
body  of  the  report. 

H.  A.  H.,  '04. 


Raving. 

[With  apologies  to  E.  A.  P.] 
I. 
Once   upon   a  midnight   dreary, 
while  I  pondered,  weak  and 
weary, 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  cur- 
ious   volume    of    forgotten 
lore — 
While  I  nodded,  merely  napping, 
suddenly  there  came  a  tap- 
ping, 
As    of    someone    gently    rap- 
ping, rapping  at  my  cham- 
ber door. 
"  'Tis     some    visitor,"     I     mut- 
tered, "tapping  at  my  cham- 
ber door — 
Only  this,  but  what  a  bore!" 

II. 

Through  my  heart  the  thought 
was  humming,  "quizzes  two 
are  surely  coming," 
Into  shape  I  quick  was  drum- 
ming, dates,  facts,  theories 
by  the  score ; 


Woefully  I  feared  the  morrow, 
vainly  I  had  sought  to  bor- 
row 
Tabs  and  ponies — to  my  sor- 
row, madly  as  I  might  im- 
plore 

For  the  precious  tabs  and  ponies 
"We've  been  there,"  all  said, 
"before— 
Ours  they  are  for  evermore." 

III. 

And  the  thought  of  e'en  an  in- 
stant  wasted   on   this   tire- 
some vis'tant, 
Thrilled    me — filled    me    with 
fantastic  terrors  never  felt 
before, 
So,  that  now  to  still  the  beat- 
ing of  my  heart,  I  stood  re- 
peating 
"  'Tis  some  visitor  entreating 
coffee  as  so  oft  of  yore;, 
She  will  only  stay  an  instant,  just 
a  second,  and  no  more, 
Just  an  instant  and  no  more." 
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IV. 

Open  here  Lflung  the  portal,  in 
there  stepped  a  dreadful 
mortal, 
Not  a  whit  disturbed  that  she 
o'er  piles  of  books  might  see 
me  pore; 

Beaming  cordial  smiles  she 
sweetly  said  that  she'd  "long 
wished  to  meet  me," 
To  myself  again  I  muttered, 
"Guests  have  come  and  gone 
before, 

In  a  short  time  she  will  leave  me, 
in    a    short    time    'twill    be 
o'er." 
But  my   heart   said,   "Never- 
more." 

V. 
There  I  sat  thus  mutely  fuming, 
her  long  stay  my  hopes  en- 
tombing, 
Visions  dark  before  me  loom- 
ing— flunks,    conditions    by 
the  score. 
"Thing  of   evil   past   repealing, 
maid  or  fiend,"   I   thought, 
congealing, 
"Quit  the  stories  thou  are  reel- 
ing, quit  the  room,  O  mighty 
bore! 
From     this     room     by     horror 
haunted,  get  thee  gone  from 
out  my  door !" 
But    my    heart    said,    "Never- 
more." 

VI. 
And  that  same  bore,  never  flit- 
ting, still  is  sitting,  still  is 
sitting, 
Talks  of  weather,  Lab.  and 
Gym,  and  other  things  that 
J  abhor, 


And  her  eyes  have  all  the  seem- 
ing   of    a    demon    that    is 
dreaming, 
In  my  heart  I  am  blasphem- 
ing,    for     the     clock     now 
points  to  four, 
And    my    heart    from    out    my 
boots,   (now  that  the  clock 
has  reached  to  four), 
Shall   be  lifted — Never  more. 
M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


Songs  From  the  Freshman 
Play. 

marie  Antoinette's  song. 

Tune :  Chorus,  Don  Jose. 

A  queen  there  is  both  rich  and 
great, 
Whose     king    and     courtiers 
adore  her, 
But  by  some  strange  decree  of 
fate 
Display     and     homage     bore 
her. 

She  wants   to  know  what  wo- 
men do, 
Nor  be  a  dressed  up  dolly; 
She  wants  to  get  some  muscle, 
too, 
Which  courtiers  think  folly. 

She  travels  near,  she  travels  far 
In  search  of  true  perfection, 
'Tis  never  found,  save  at  Bryn 
Mawr, 
And  there  she  seeks   protec- 
tion. 


Morpheus  Club. 

In    case    that    you    never    can 

guess  who  wc  are, 
We're    the    Morpheus    Club   of 

Bryn   Mawr. 


H 
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For  powers  harmonic,  for  feats 

gastronomic, 
Each  one's  a  professional  star. 

We  sing  of  the  Goups,  and  we 

sing  of  their  lives, 
And    we    mourn    little    Willie's 

demise. 
Till   our   patrons   declare   from 

their  seat  on  the  stair, 
That    they're    worn    out    with 

laughter   and    sighs. 


Song  of  the  Monsters. 

Mathematical  Monster. 
She's   but   a   sullen   sophomore 
songster, 
Mad  as  a  bird  can  be. 

Sullen  Sophomore. 

She  is  a  mathematic  monster, 


Run   by   the   double   rule   of 
three. 

Chorus. 

Bid    all    the    Freshmen   to   mi- 
grate, 
Get  them  a  private  car; 
They  rile  us  and  bully  us  and 
bore  us — 
Take  them  away  from  Bryn 
Mawr. 


Chorus  of  the  Bees. 

They're   the   famous    Biological 
bees  of  the  very  rarest  kind. 
The  very  rarest  kind, 
The  very  rarest  kind, 
To  get  a  scientific  mind, 
Their  honey-combs  you  have  to 

find 
With  the  squinting  microscope 
of  Laboratory. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 

(After  Edward  Lear.) 


A. 

A  is  the  arch. 

It  admits  to  the  College; 
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—  A.fr. 


That  "Helicon  nouveau," 

The  source  of  our  knowledge. 

a. 

August    Pembroke   Arch. 

B. 

B  is  a  bust, 

That  Nelson  must  dust, 
Be  it  goddess,  or  sage 
Of  the  classical  age. 

b. 

Interesting  bust! 


C  is  the  campus 
That's  going  to  stamp  us 
In  soul  and  physique 
With  a  culture  unique. 

c. 
Marvellous  campus! 
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46  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


ff 


II 


It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 


J  I  I  I  I  I  M  M  M  !  V  I  M  II  ITTITI  I  III  ITT ' T I  I T » T t T TT T T TTTTTTTT TTT T T TT T T TTT TTIT'TTI I TT I TTTI TTIt TItl TTf TTT TTrTT T  T>  T "*»* 

SCHREIBER    &    KERR 


Ladies'  tailors 

135  SOUTH 
W  ELEVENTH 

T  STREET.... 

PHILADELPHIA 


Goions  S^ZJZ 

Yachting,  and  Costumes  for  all 
kinds  of  Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 
times    J*     J*     Jt    jl    &    Jt    & 


^IMM»TMMTttffT**T***TTITT**T*UTTTTTTUUTTTTTrT 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  21  lfortn  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


# 


Women's  Hats  and  Furs 
Outfitters 


In  the  addition  to  our  unusually  fine  Hats  we  make  a 
specialty  of  Outing  Hats  of  all  sorts,  and  our  stock 
will  be  found  to  comprise  all  the  latest  European  and 
American  novelties. 

Blaylock  &  Blynn 


824-26  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 
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The  Rittcn- 
bouse 


»* 


A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins, etc., upon  request     <kHrS3SSdU& 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


E.    O.    THOMPSON'S    SONS, 

910  WALNUT  STREET. 

Woman's  Tailoring  at  Popular  College  Prices 

'« The  Thompson  Sailor  Suit "    .  $20.00 
"Oxford   Pedestrian  Skirt"  of 
Oxford  Mixed  Devonshire 

Cheviot $15.00 

"  Scarborough  Suit,"  cut  double- 
breasted,  five-button  "Scar- 
borough Jacket, "  velvet  collar, 
Vierzon  style,  lined  with  grey 
Duchess  satin, three-piece  skirt, 
inverted  plaits  in  back,  bottom 
finished  with  Raudnitz  band    .  $45.00 

The  usual  price  of  suit  tailored  and  finished 
like  this  is  $60.00. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin  Underwear 

12 14  Chestnut  Street 


WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

13 16  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOKS  and 

Stationery 


*£s* 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  In  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  5treet 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  launches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

124  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures 


and.. 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewnlry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  and  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

\  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Fur  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 

Jitf.     H.    R757«VSEV 

BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
ttc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


1223  Chestnut  St. 


»    v~  a 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HBRBAMUM? 

MODERATE   PRICKS 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


Attractive      jrM  popular 
Wall  Papers4JK*?t 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  <&  CO. 
1624  CHESTNUT  STREET,  PHILA.,  PA. 

TUB  Dip  Iflawr  PHatiacies^ 

OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.   All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prestriptions    a   Specialty. 

Qood»  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON   <fe  SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  ftne  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J-  J*  *  J> 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 

Personally-Conducted  Tours   at 


The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania 
Railroad's   Personally-Conducted    Tours    to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT 

and  WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address 
GEO.  W.  BOYD,  Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,  Broad  Street  Station, 
Philadelphia. 

J.  B.  HUTCHINSON,  J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Manager.  General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

"What,  the  orals  again?"  cries 
the  Philistine,  shoving  his  hands 
into  the  pockets  of  his  new  fur- 
lined  overcoat — for  the  unearned 
increment  of  his  capital  is  simply 
incalculable  since  he  took  to  new 
journalism.  "It  was  only  yes- 
terday that  I  superintended 
1900's  orals  ;  how  time  does  fly  !" 

The  Senior  whom  he  ad- 
dressed nodded  wearily,  and 
closed  her  hook  of  advanced 
sight   translation. 


"It  does,"  she  assented.  "A 
short  time  ago  we  were  brush- 
ing up  our  entrance  German  and 
stumbling  through  Bilderbuch 
ohne  Bilder;  now  we  are  buried 
in  Journalistic  German  and  con- 
structions that  would  turn  your 
cover  white." 

"It  is  surprising  how  quickly 
these  things  come  back  to  one," 
remarked  the  Philistine,  thought- 
fully. 

"It  is,"  agreed  the  Senior. 
"We  have  all  learned  two  Ian- 
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guages  in  as  many  months :  we 
are  a  clever  lot." 

"How  glad  you  will  be  of  it 
in  the  future !  It  will  come  in  so 
handy  when  you  go  abroad !"  ob- 
served the  Philistine. 

To  his  astonishment  the  Senior 
slowly  closed  one  eye,  and  as 
slowly  reopened  it,  without 
otherwise  altering  the  expres- 
sion of  her  haggard  face.  She 
had  disappeared  into  Taylor  be- 
fore the  Philistine  recovered 
from  his  doubt  and  wonder ; 
every  day  of  his  life  he  suffers 
some  new  disillusionment.  Some 
fine  morning  he  will  wake  up  a 
cynic,  if  this  keeps  on. 


The  Lantern. 

Contributors  to  the  Lantern 
are  hereby  notified  that  the  final 
date  for  receiving  MSS.  is  Feb- 
ruary 28. 


Christmas  Eve. 

"Pooh !  I  don't  believe  in  Santa 
Claus !  And  I'm  not  going  to 
hang  up  my  stocking."  And  Jack 
stuck  both  his  fat,  pink  hands  into 
his  trouser  pockets,  threw 
out  his  chest,  and  looked  scorn- 
fully at  his  too  credulous  com- 
panions. (They  had  been  boast- 
ing about  stockings.)  The 
bravest  of  Jack's  friends  steadied 
his  voice  and  said :  "Eh,  eh,  I — 
I — I  don't  believe,  either,"  and 
then  looked  about  in  a  frightened 
way.  For  suppose  Santa  Claus 
had  heard,  and  was  offended, 
and     should     ignore    the    little 


blotted  note  hidden  away  for  him 
near  the  nursery  fireplace.  The 
other  boys  felt  first  indig- 
nant, then  upset  and  thoughtful ; 
but  Jack  enjoyed  a  triumph.  He 
felt  like  a  light  in  the  desert,  a 
pioneer  in  a  new  field  of  learn- 
ing, the  evolver  of  a  great 
theory. 

Jack  was  just  seven  years  old. 
And  when  one  gets  to  be  seven, 
and  wears  trousers  and  No.  12 
shoes,  one  is  quite  a  man,  and 
not  to  be  deceived  by  pretty  nur- 
sery tales.  But  then,  he  had  al- 
ways known  a  great  deal,  and 
had  really  felt  rather  sorry  for 
the  ignorance  of  some  boys.  For, 
of  course,  there  was  no  Santa 
Claus.  It  was  absurd  to  think  of 
a  big,  fat  man  climbing  down  a 
chimney  anyway.  (And  Jack 
thought  of  his  father  pantingly 
ascending  a  step-ladder  and 
hanging  a  picture.)  Besides, 
bundles  had  been  coming  to  their 
house  all  day,  and  he  had  peeped 
through  a  tear  in  the  paper  of 
one  of  them,  and  had  seen  a  toy 
horse,  and  he  didn't  see  why  his 
mother  bought  toy  horses  if  she 
knew  they  could  get  plenty  from 
Santa  Claus. 

That  night  Jack  didn't  hang 
up  his  stocking,  and  felt  quite 
grown  up.  He  smiled  indul- 
gently when  he  thought  of  last 
Christmas  Eve,  for  then  in  his 
greed  he  had  despised  his  own 
little  spindling  black  stocking, 
and  had  hung  up  a  nice,  roomy 
stretchy  one  of  Grandmam- 
ma's. But  after  he  had  said  his 
prayers  and  been  tucked  away  in 
his  little  white  iron  bed,  doubts 
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began  to  rise  in  his  mind.  "Sup- 
pose Santa  Claus  comes  after 
all/'  he  whispered.  "He  always 
has  come  before.  And  I  saw  him 
once  at  Jimmie  Townsend's 
Christmas  tree,  too.  Suppose  he 
comes  and  gets  mad  because  he 
can't  find  my  stocking,  and  goes 
away  without  leaving  anything? 
Of  course,  I  don't  believe  in 
Santa  Claus,  but  it  might  be 
safer  to  hang  up  a  stocking  any- 
way." So  jack  stuck  one  little 
foot  out  of  bed  and  looked  about 
him  undecidedly.  The  room  was 
very  dark.  Just  then  heavy 
footsteps  approached  his  door. 
The  door  was  opened  on  a  crack, 
and  some  one  peered  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  fireplace.  Jack 
jumped  back  into  bed,  buried  his 
head  in  the  bedclothes,  and  held 
his  breath.  The  door  closed 
softly,  and  the  footsteps  were  re- 
tracing their  way  down  the  hall, 
when  Jack  threw  the  covers  off 
his  head  and  shouted,  "Oh ! 
Santa  Claus !  Santa  Claus ! 
Please  come  back !  I  do  believe 
in  you  !  I  did  all  the  time  !  I'll 
never  say  I  don't  again !"  But 
still  the  footsteps  continued 
down  the  hall.  Jack  listened 
eagerly  while  they  creaked  down 
the  front  stairs  and  vanished. 
Then  he  covered  his  head  in  the 
bedclothes  and  cried  himself  to 
sleep. 

In  the  mean  time  his  father, 
down  in  the  library,  was  saying, 
"Mother,  I  am  afraid  we  shall 
have  to  put  off  operations  up- 
stairs for  another  hour.  Jack  is 
still  awake." 

H.  J.  C,  '02. 


Nuts  to  Crack. 

Handsome  prizes  will  be  of- 
fered by  the  Puzzle  Editor  to  the 
first  one  hundred  subscribers 
solving  the  following  acrostic : 

The  other  day  I  went  to  an  ex- 
hibition given  by  the  famous 
Vanquished  Troupe.  Notable  in 
the  side  shows  was  one  Making 
Dreadful  Muffs,  and  an  animal 
that  Just  Hardly  Crawled.  In 
another  corner  I  saw  one  Fight- 
ing Somewhat  Slowly,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  room  a  mute  figure 
stood  Endlessly  waiting  Ever. 
It  was  too  much ;  I  fled  towards 
the  door;  it  was  blocked,  how- 
ever, by  one  Entering  Mourn- 
fully. (It  may  interest  the 
reader  to  know  that  I  did  finally 
escape.) 

All  answers  must  be  in  by  the 
New  Year.* 

PRIZES. 

First  Prize. — Bound  volume 
of  collected  jokes  of  the  Philis- 
tine for  the  last  five  years. 

Second  Prise. — A  poem  of 
three  hundred  verses,  written  on 
fine  parchment  paper,  and  called 
"What,  then,  is  Love?"  It  was 
too  good  for  the  Philistine 
and  not  up  to  the  Lantern. 

The  other  ninety-eight  prizes 
are  of  the  same  type,  but  not 
quite  so  valuable. 


*  Owing  lo  the  difficulty  of  the  above 
acrostic,  the  Puzzle  Editor  has  kindly  con- 
sented to  put  off  the  date  for  the  returns 
until  June  7,  1901. 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 

Oralamus. 

(After  the  manner  of  Walt  Whitman.) 
These,  then,  are  the  orals ; 
Here  is  what  I  have  been  waiting  for  through  so 

many  years  of  expectancy. 
How  curious !  How  real ! 

Underfoot  a  red   plush   footstool;   overhead  the 
geometric  ceiling.    In  my  hand  a  book. 


See,  see,  smiling, 

The  chosen  ones,  the  judges, 

With  faces  turned  towards  me,  silent,  ineffable. 

Facultarios !  Masters ! 

Humanitarians,  Americanos,  Germans,  Franks ! 

Pass  me !  Shove  me  through !   Liberate  me ! 

For  you  I  exhibit  my  vocabulary, — do  not  be  as- 
tounded. 

There  are  others  who  know  even  less !  Appreciate 
me! 


0  the  words ! 

Words  out  of  foreign  dictionaries ;  strange  words ; 

unrecognized  words  ending  in  keit! 
Words  verbal,  words  adjectival,  words  inter jec- 

tional ! 
Words  from  the  Rue  de  la  Paix !  Words  from  the 

uttermost  confines  of  the  Black  Forest! 
Impossible  words  !   Words  unpronounceable ! 
O,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  translate  them ! 
O,  I  am  very  sick  and  sorrowful ! 
They  ask  me  the  meaning  of  a  certain  word ;  it  is 
Warns:  I  have  often  seen  it. 
How  could  I  tell  them  its  meaning  ?    I  do  not  know 

it  any  more  than  if  I  had  never  seen  it. 

1  tell  them  it  means  saucepan. 

0  laughter !  O  the  delirium  and  the  shifting  sen- 

tences ! 

1  guess  these  characters  must  be  Hebrew ; 
Or  I  guess  they  are  Chinese. 

Or  perhaps  they  are  a  uniform  hieroglyphic. 
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What  is  the  good  of  it,  anyhow  ? 

I  do  not  snivel  because  I  have  to  do  it; 

Why  should  I  kick?     I  can  translate  as  well  as 

anyone  in  my  class. 
I  know  I  am  mighty  clever  at  it. 
If  I  fall  down  on  my  German,  I  sit  content. 
If  I  fall  down  on  my  French  and  German,  I  sit 

content. 
I  believe  a  flunk  is  as  good  as  a  pass  in  the  end, 
And  I  could  come  every  afternoon  of  my  life  and 

read  the    same   paragraph   out   of    Trau- 

mereien  and   fail  it. 


O  to  be  a  German ! 

O  to  have  been  brought  up  in  Calais,  where  they 
parlez-vous  from  infancy ! 

0  to  be  dead ! 

It  is  ended.    I  dally  no  more. 
What  I  am  holding  is  really  not  a  book.    It  is  my 
Degree. 

1  feel  as  if  I  had  seen  the  last  of  it. 
So  long!  until  some  time  in  April. 

What  if  I  have  failed  ?   Perhaps  I  shall  pass  in  ten 

years. 
Perhaps  I  shall  never  pass.    What  of  it? 
So  long!  I  suppose  we  shall  meet  again.  E.  T.  D. 
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The  College  Settlement  Bene- 
fit. 

On  Saturday,  December  8, 
"The  Loan  of  a  Lyre"  was 
presented  in  the  gymnasium  for 
the  benefit  of  the  College  Settle- 
ment Association.  The  play  was 
as  amusing  and  successful  as  last 
year,  when  1903  gave  it  for  the 
entertainment  of  1901.  Owing 
to  the  illness  of  Miss  Winslow, 
her  part  was  taken  by  Miss  Vir- 
ginia Chauvenet,  who  did  herself 
great  credit. 

Some  scenes  from  "Alice  in 
Wonderland"  were  also  given, 
and  deserved  the  hearty  applause 
they  received. 

The  receipts  of  the  entertain- 
ment amounted  to  about  $60. 


Literary  Queries. 

The  editor  will  cheerfully  an- 
swer any  literary  questions  of 
general  interest  propounded  by 
subscribers. 

1.  Wood  B.  Riter.— Will  you 
kindly  tell  me  the  author  who 
wrote  the  fewest  number  of 
books  ? 

2.  Wee  Ree  Wag. — My  teach- 
er disapproves  of  using  "this"  to 
begin  every  paragraph.    Can  you 


suggest    another    transition    as 
easy? 

3.  H.  C. — Which  is  correct, 
"however"  or  "nevertheless"? 

(b)  Which  is  better  English, 
"I  am  inclined  to  think"  or  "It 
seems  to  me"  ? 

(c)  Please  send  a  quotation 
book  by  return  mail. 

4.  De  Dezy. — Do  you  think  it 
is  likely  that  my  teacher  will  find 
out  that  I  numbered  my  pages 
wrong?  If  so,  what  is  the  pen- 
alty? Kindly  mention  another 
method  for  making  twenty-four 
pages  out  of  eighteen. 

E.  W.,  '03. 

ANSWERS. 

i.  Maurice  de  Guein,  who 
was  baffled ;  and  Gray,  who  never 
spoke  out. 

2.  There  is  no  other. 

3.  (a)   Both.   Use  alternately. 

(b)  "It  occurs  to  one"  is  still 
more  desirable;  it  eliminates  the 
personal  element  and  places  the 
writer  on  an  eminence. 

(c)  Your  request  will  be  com- 
plied with  on  receipt  of  fifty 
cents  and  stamps. 

4.  She  will  think  it  is  a  mis- 
take— only  be  careful.  The  pen- 
alty is  five  bad  marks  and  "kept 
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in"  on  Saturday.  To  make  a 
twenty-four-page  essay  out  of 
eighteen  pages,  skip  the  first  and 
last  lines  on  the  page ;  go  over 
the  essay,  substituting  long 
words  for  short,  wherever  pos- 
sible; put  two  adjectives  wher- 
ever one  is  found,  and  write  out 
the  name  of  the  author  of  whom 
you  write  in  full  every  time  you 
mention  him.  "Robert  Louis 
Stevenson"  ought  to  take  up  two 
full  lines,  and  George  Gordon 
Noel  Byron  is  good  for  three, 
with  proper  spacing.  Also  write 
dates  out  in  full — it  is  good  form 
and  very  lengthy. 


Strenuous  Life  Contradicted. 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Philistine. 

Dear  Sir: — Trusting  to  the 
known  impartiality  of  your 
sheet,  I  wish  to  lay  before  you 
and  your  readers  a  few  criticisms 
of  a  recent  article,  which  it  seems 
to  me  should  not  pass  unnoticed. 
I  refer  to  the  letter  of  "Strenu- 
ous Life"  on  the  abolition  of 
class  distinctions. 

The  very  definition  of  the 
word  class  should  preclude  such 
unwarranted  theories  as  have 
been  set  forth  by  the  above- 
mentioned  writer.  "Strenuous 
Life"  had  to  go  back  to  the 
academy  of  Plato  for  support  for 
his  argument.  Let  me  take  the 
words  of  a  modern  philosopher 
in  a  leading  American  college 
and  say :  "A  class  is  simply  a 
group  of  objects  which  resemble 


one  another  in  certain  respects." 
When  we  endow  these  objects 
with  minds  running  in  parallel 
intellectual  grooves,  and  hearts 
warmed  with  the  same  aspira- 
tions and  enthusiasms,  what  is 
more  natural  than  for  them  to 
consort  together  for  mutual  edi- 
fication or  sympathy?  More- 
over, how  is  it  possible  for  one 
group  of  objects  to  be  to  another 
group,  either  above  or  below, 
anything  but  an  object  of  ad- 
miration or  condescension?  Is 
equality  possible  under  such  cir- 
cumstances? My  dear  sir,  I 
think  not! 

It  is  impossible  for  a  Fresh- 
man, coming  from  the  crude 
materialism  of  a  preparatory 
school  to  mingle  unrestrainedly 
in  the  society  of  a  Senior  upon 
whose  brow  is  "imprinted  the 
cloven  hoof  of  higher  educa- 
tion." The  one,  I  may  say,  is 
raw  material,  the  other  a  finished 
product,  of  four  years  of  Bryn 
Mawr  culture — a  thing  to  be  set 
aloof  and  gazed  upon.  The  ex- 
amples which  "Strenuous  Life" 
has  brought  forward  of  a  for- 
saken Senior  and  Sophomore 
seem  to  me  but  exceptions  to 
prove  my  argument.  Let  me 
point  in  contradistinction  to  the 
Senior  Class,  which  assembles 
once  a  week  to  drink  tea  or  to 
indulge  in  class  appreciation ;  the 
Junior  Class,  who,  it  is  said,  at- 
tends four  gymnasium  drills  a 
week  to  enjoy  each  other's  so- 
ciety ;  the  Sophomore  Class, 
which  supports  en  masse  all  col- 
lege functions,  and  the  Freshman 
Class,   every  member  of  which 
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can  be  counted  on  as  doing  the 
same  sort  of  thing. 

Believe  me,  these  phenomena 
are  the  result  of  a  deep  underly- 
ing principle — that  on  sharp 
class  distinction  rests  the  future 
strength  of  the  college.  The 
higher  authorities  recognized 
this  in  the  "Fifth  of  the  Class 
Rule,"  so  grossly  misconstrued 
by  "Strenuous  Life,"  when  each 
fifth  should  profit  by  the  in- 
fluence of  the  other  four 
while  preserving  its  unity  intact. 
If  the  authorities  had  intended 
to  break  down  class  distinctions, 
would  they  not  have  arranged 
that  in  double  suits  the  bedrooms 
should  be  occupied  by  a  Senior 
and  a  Junior,  and  the  study  by 
a  Sophomore  and  a  Freshman? 
Believe  me,  my  blood  curdles 
when  I  think  of  the  anarchy  the 
writer  of  the  aforesaid  article 
would  promulgate  by  his  here- 
sies. When  a  group  of  objects 
have  matriculated  together,  have 
passed  through  semi-annual 
periods  of  storm  and  stress  in 
examinations,  have  fought 
shoulder  to  shoulder  through 
four  years  of  class  meetings,  the 
ties  that  bind  them  together  are 
too  strong  to  be  broken  by  any 
such  inadequate  systems  as  have 
been  proposed.  I  beg  to  sign 
myself    an    ardent    admirer    of 


your  excellent  periodical,  and  a 
vigorous  supporter  of 

"Class  Spirit." 


My  Cats. 

We  have  two  cats  in  our  room, 
one  at  each  end  of  the  mantel- 
piece. One  is  an  inoffensive 
white  china  cat,  with  pink  eyes 
and  an  insipid  smile,  and  a  head 
that  comes  off.  The  other  is  a 
horror,  a  demon,  an  abortion !  It 
is  pale  Nile  green  all  over,  with  a 
plaid  tail,  and  pink  hearts  in  con- 
ventional rows  up  and  down  its 
back.  Its  eyes  are  unlike  the 
eyes  of  any  cat  that  ever  lived. 
They  are  round  and  yellow  and 
bulging.  When  I  come  into  the 
study  at  night  and  can't  find  the 
matches,  these  yellow  eyes  are 
shining  out  in  the  darkness  like 
two  balls  of  fire.  They  follow 
me  around  the  room.  They 
fasten  themselves  in  a  sinister 
gaze  upon  the  back  of  my  head 
when  I  am  trying  to  study.  I 
know  that  cat  is  always  meditat- 
ing on  the  things  he  would  do  to 
me  if  only  he  were  not  china ;  and 
all  the  time  that  other  cat  sits 
and  looks  on  and  smiles !  It  is 
my  one  dream,  the  fond  wish  of 
my  heart,  that  some  night  those 
two  cats  will  meet  in  mortal  com- 
bat, and  I  shall  wake  in  the  morn- 
ing to  find  only  the  remains. 
A.  M.  K. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Winning  Varsity  Team,  J900. 


IVMMONH    flloniC), 

McCokmick  (r.  Back). 

From  The  Fortnightly  Philistine, 
December  14,  1000. 


Miller,  Captain  (Center). 


SINCLAIR  (R.  Forward). 
Craioin  (R.  Back). 
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The  Bells. 

(With  apologies  to  E.  A.  P.) 

I. 

Hear  the  light  triangle  bells, 
Silver  (?)  bells! 

What  a  host  of  dreamland  fan- 
cies 
Their  melody  dispels ! 
How  they  jingle,  jingle,  jingle, 

In  the  frosty  air  of  night ; 
How  they  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle, 
In  the  early  morning  light; 
Till  I  part  from  happy  slumber 
At  the  summons  of  the  bells — 
My  brain  still  keeping  time, 
In  a  sort  of  rhythmic  rhyme, 
To  the  tireless  insistence, 
Forbidding  all  resistance, 
To  the  tintinabulation 
Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 
bells, 
To  the  calling, 
So  appalling, 
Of  the  bells. 


II. 

Hear  the  clicking  dumb-bells, 

Wooden  bells ! 

What  fine  gymnastic  unity 
Their  sound  harmonic  tells ; 

How  they  rap,  or  tap,  or  clatter 
In  the  drill's  methodic  round ; 

How  they  roll,  or  bump,  or  patter 

As  they  fall  upon  the  ground — 

Till  I  wonder  how  in  thunder 

They  were  ever  called  dumb 

bells. 

O  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells ! 
I  am  weary  of  the  ringing, 
Of  the  Automatic  swinging, 
Of  these  bells. 


IO 
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III. 

Hear  the  noisy  Taylor  Bell, 
Brazen  bell ! 

O,  what  academic  learning 
Can  its  iron  throat  foretell; 
How  it  jangle,  jangle,  jangles, 

In  rhythmic  measured  time; 
How      it      wrangle,      wrangle, 
wrangles, 
E'en  as  I  write  this  rhyme, 
Till  my  brain  is  in  a  tangle, 
And  I'd  dearly  love  to  strangle 
The  loud  reverberation, 
The  insistent  invitation, 
Of  the  bell,  bell,  bell,  bell,  bell — 
Of  the  turbulent  ironic 
Taylor  Bell. 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


Christmas  Offer. 

The  editors  of  the  Philistine 
have  heard  that  the  Freshmen 
are  making  collections  of  val- 
uable autographs.  They  wish  to 
state  that  they  will  provide  sub- 
scribers with  their  individual  or 
collected  signatures  for  the  sum 
of  $1.00  apiece. 

An  entire  set  of  signatures  of 
the  editorial  and  managing 
boards  is  offered  for  $8.99.  Re- 
ductions for  boarding  schools. 

Extra  charge  for  "Wishing 
you  a  Happy  Christmas."  After 
the  first  thousand  autographs,  no 
others  will  be  issued. 


The  Philosophical  Club. 

The  second  formal  meeting  of 
the  Philosophical  Club  was  held 
in  Pembroke     East,    on  Friday 


last.  Among  those  present  were : 
Professor  Fullerton,  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Pennsylvania;  Mrs. 
Fullerton,  Miss  Thomas  and 
several  members  of  the  Faculty 
of  Bryn  Mawr,  and  a  large  num- 
ber of  students,  members  of  the 
club  or  visitors.  The  lecturer  of 
the  evening  was  Dr.  Creighton, 
of  Cornell  University.  He  spoke, 
as  had  been  announced,  upon 
"Idealism,"  giving  an  address 
in  which  logical  precision  of 
definition  and  division  were  ad- 
mirably combined  with  philo- 
sophical suggestion. 

Dr.  Creighton  announced  at  the 
outset  that  he  did  not  intend  to 
enter  upon  the  controversy  of 
the-  subject,  and  would,  there- 
fore, advance  no  arguments  for 
or  against  this  philosophical 
position,  but  would  rather  con- 
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tent  himself  with  defining  spe- 
cifically what  was  meant  by 
Idealism.  He  said,  in  the  first 
place,  it  was  necessary  to  dis- 
tinguish the  metaphysical  al- 
ternative of  Idealism  and  Ma- 
terialism as  the  only  two  con- 
structive explanations  of  this 
world  which  it  is  possible  to 
frame  as  knowledge.  From  the 
point  of  view  of  Idealism,  reality 
is  held  to  be  ultimately  Mind ; 
from  the  point  of  view  of  Ma- 
terialism, Matter  is  the  ulti- 
mately real. 

Without  advancing  argu- 
ments in  favor  of  the  acceptance 
of  Idealism  as  the  most  adequate 
metaphysical  explanation,  he 
would  define  more  closely  the 
kinds  of  Idealism,  as  distin- 
guishable by  means  of  the  differ- 
ing conceptions  they  presented 
of  Mind,  and  the  differing  con- 
ceptions dependent  on  the  former 
of  Reality.  Mind  conceived  as 
self-consciousness  and  Mind  con- 
ceived as  absolute  consciousness 
were  two  theories  which  gov- 
erned equally  different  theories 
as  to  the  nature  of  Reality — as  a 
study  of  the  systems  of  Berkeley 
and  Kant  on  the  one  hand,  of 
Plato  on  the  other,  would  serve 
to  show.  He  would  conclude  by 
naming  a  third  possible  form 
of  Idealism,  Creationism,  which 
holds  that  the  two  spheres  of 
Matter  and  Mind  derive  their 
existence  and  preserve  an  arbi- 
trary interconnection  from  the 
will  of  an  external  First  Cause. 
This  theory  was,  however,  only 
possibly  Idealistic,  since  it  was 
equally  possible  under  it  to  con- 


ceive either  Matter  or  Mind  as 
predominant. 

Dr.  Creighton  was  received 
with  applause,  and  was  after- 
wards present  at  the  reception 
held  in  his  honor  by  the  club. 


How  a  Certain  Maide  Was  up 
Against  It. 

It  befell  that  in  a  far  country 
a  maide,  all  unwitting  of  what 
was  doing,  entered  into  a  castle 
of  sombre  aspect,  and  took  it  on 
the  run  up  a  staircase  wondrous 
to  behold.  'Twas  not  her  errand 
to  tarry  any  while  in  this  dwell- 
ing— she  was,  in  sooth,  rubber- 
ing— so  she  made  no  delay,  but 
went  on  her  way  as  swiftly  as 
might  be.  She  entered  a  room 
filled  with  many  fair  maidens, 
who  gladdened  each  other  with 
jests,  and  made  a  rough  house 
generally;  but  before  she  had  a 
chance  to  mingle,  a  worshipful 
lady  said  to  her,  "It  is  now  up  to 
you,"  whereupon  she  led  the 
maide  before  a  company  of 
reverent  persons  who  evidently 
awaited  her.  The  maide  stepped 
forward,  proposing  to  have 
friendly  doings,  and  said : 
"Good-morrow,  fair  friends ;" 
but  the  lady  interrupted  her, 
whispering,  "Don't  be  so  pre- 
vious ;  it's  not  foxy."  One,  not 
perceiving  her  to  be  an  easy 
mark,  now  stepped  down  from 
the  dais,  and  handing  her  a 
scroll,  quoth  as  follows :  "Fair 
maide,  decipher  for  us  this  text, 
and  we  will  reward  thee  well. 
But  beware !  We  stand  for  no 
bluffs!"        "In      good      faith," 
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thought  the  maide,  "this  is  one 
young  snap — I  guess  yes."  She 
gazed  long  at  the  scroll,  but  the 
strange  marks  and  signs  thereon 
conveyed  no  meaning  to  her.  "I 
see  where  I  get  backed  into  a 
siding,"  mused  the  maide,  "but  it 
behooves  me  at  least  to  appear 
chesty."  Aloud  she  said  :  "I  see, 
O  shining  ones,  that  this  scroll 
comes  from  a  valley  environ- 
ment. It  is  obvious  from  the 
motor  sensibility  that  a  pliocene 
bed  would  never  have  contained 
it,  hence  we  may  infer  that  the 
temporo-sphenoidal  lobe  dates 
from  late  tertiary  times.  The 
akroterion,  moreover,  is  essen- 
tially topographical  in  its  nature, 
and,  although  it  and  the  Eyr- 
byggja  Saga  have  never  been 
proved  omnivagant,  the  above 
hypothesis  may  yet  be  used  as  a 
working  basis  for  the  investiga- 


tions now  being  made  on  edible 
muscle  shells.  "Enough !"  cried 
one  from  the  dais,  "fair  maide,  ye 
have  shown  us  a  reading  knowl- 
edge that  is  dead  swell.  Will 
we  give  you  the  joyous  palm? 
Sure !  I  would  now  give  ye  full 
reward,  readily,  if  so  I  might." 
But  the  maide,  fearing  lest  her 
bluff  be  called  and  she  herself 
cease  to  be  a  live  one,  fled  with 
utmost  speed  from  that  castle, 
and  out  into  the  fair  green  fields. 
Hearing  a  trumpet  peal  forth  its 
merry  fanfare,  she  betook  her- 
self toward  the  place  from 
whence  came  the  sound,  and 
came  presently  upon  a  seagoing 
hack.  Into  this  she  climbed, 
after  making  a  bargain  with 
George  that  set  her  back  a  week, 
and  by  it  was  landed  at  the  sta- 
tion in  time  for  the  1.48. 

E.  D.  W. 


Wail. 

(To  E.   T.  D.) 
Editor,  dear, 

Be  not  sarcastic; 
Pray  less  austere- 

ness  dourly  drastic. 
I  quake  to  hear 

You  so  bombastic ! 


The  task  is  hard 
(For  me  gigantic) 

To  be  a  bard. 

With  mien  pedantic 

Do  you  discard 
My  efforts  frantic ! 

M.  C,  '03. 
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Oral  Song,  igoi. 

( Tune:  Kipling' s" Recessional.") 
Er  koramt,  er  kommt,  that  awful 

day 
Of  verbal  and  linguistic  gloom, 
When  to  the  Powers  we  wend 

our  way, 
And  ope  a   foreign   Book  of 

Doom; 
So  until  then  we  grind  and  fret, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


Bemerklich  and  Beredsamkeit, 
And  other  words  we  ought  to 

know; 
They  come  by  day,  they  fly  by 

night, 
Wie  Wasser  und  wie  Luft 

they  go ; 
So    words,    words,    words ;    we 

learn  them  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


Like  patient  sacrificial  sheep, 

Within  the  chapel  herded  all, 
A  gloomy  vigil  do  we  keep, 
And    chant    our    sad    Reces- 
sional, 
Remembering  what  (O  vain  re- 
gret!) 
We  did  forget,  we  did  forget! 


N'importe,  was  ist?  Une  baga- 
telle ! 

We're  haggard  now,  ach  Him- 
mel,  ja! 

But  soon  all  will  again  be  well ; 
We  look  ahead,  we  laugh,  ha, 
ha! 

Within  a  single  week,  you  bet, 

We  shall  forget,  we  shall  forget ! 


Oral  Song,  1902. 

1  Never  let  yourself  be  worried, 

or  flurried,  or  hurried, 
Never  let  your  senses  leave 

you,  that's  a  very  simple 

rule. 
If  a  word  you  meet's  a  stran- 
ger,    just     change     her, 

there's  danger 
Of     interfering     with     the 

sense  of  it,  but  just  keep 

cool. 

2  Never  let  a  thing  amaze  you, 

or    phase    you,    or    craze 
you; 
Never  let  yourself  resemble, 
even  distantly,  a  fool. 
If  the  powers  above  confuse 
you,    abuse    you,    refuse 
you, 
All    sympathy    you'll    have 
from   us,   why   just  keep 
cool. 

S.  M.,  '02. 
E.  C,  '02. 


Hockey. 

(After  Edzv.  Lear.) 

Are    we    never    to    know    of    it 

aught  but  the  name, 
Is  the  thing  to  exist  for  us  only 
by  fame? 

This  is  tame, 

For  our  new  hockey  game ! 


Is  it  ne'er  to  be  played  by  Ameri- 
can dame, 
Or  like  golf,  can  they  gang  that 
gait  only  at  hame? 
Can't  we  claim 
This  new  hockey  game? 
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When   it  comes,   if  we   play  it 

until  we  are  lame, 
If  all  of  our  members  we  bruise 
and  we  maim, 
Shall  we  blame 
Our  new  hockey  game  ? 


Will  our  ardor  burst  out  in  a 

fierce,  raging  flame; 
Will  nothing  our  sportsmanlike 
eagerness  tame, 
O'er  this  same 
Nice  new  hockey  game  ? 


Our  grief  is    so    deep    that  no 

words  can  we  frame 
To  express  our  great  want,  we 
can  only  exclaim : 
"It's  a  shame 
We've  no  hockey  game !" 

F.  M.  and  F.  C,  '02 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 

(After  Edward  Lear.) 


D. 


D  is  our  Denbigh, 

The  other's  in  Wales — 
To  depict  or  describe  it, 

My  pencil  quite  fails, 
d. 

Indescribable  Denbigh ! 


E. 

E  stands  for  Exams, 
Preceded  by  crams ; 
Then  I  know  I'm  a  clod, 
Would  I  lay  'neath  the  sod ! 
e. 
Efficacious  Exams. 
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F. 

F  is  the  field 

For  contests  athletic, 
Where  we  struggle  and  bawl 

Fit  to  kill  an  aesthetic, 
f. 

Fermentative  field. 


t 


—t — * 


G  is  the  Gym, 

As  of  course  you  expected, 
Where  mind  and  brute  strength 

Are  nicely  connected. 

g- 

Great  Scott !  Such  a  Gym ! 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


"SOROSIS" 

It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G.  P.  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 
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SCHREIBER    &   KERR 


Ladies'  T^ailoro 


f 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET.... 


PHILADELPHIA 


ftAlfinC  fof  MorninS  "Wear, 
UVHUII9     WaIfeingf    Traveling, 

Yachting,  and  Costumes  for  all 
kinds  of  Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 
times     Jk      J*       <*t      jt      ^t     jt      J* 


llliHllli.Hl  At 
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M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

Shoe  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  Horth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


% 


121  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


|  Women's  Hats  and  Furs 

|  Outfitters 

i  i 

In  the  addition  to  our  unusually  fine  Hats  we  make  a 
specialty  of  Outing  Hats  of  all  sorts,  and  our  stock 
will  be  found  to  comprise  all  the  latest  European  and 
American  novelties. 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 


824-26  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 
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"Tbe  Rittcn 
bouse 
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A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

M||||  P  1210-12  Market  Street 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472,474,476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Ga7S3lS£tU§ 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"TheThompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit' 


#45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt,inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O     THOMPSON'S    SONS 
BESSSE?  9io  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
M?isli?i   Underwear 

1 2] 4  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

1316  CHESTNUT  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOICS  and...... 

Stationery 


*M* 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


DEEKA 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  Lunches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

124  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 


1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures 


and... 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

*206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Fur  Lined  Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


Aztf.     H.    RHMSEY 

BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


lmChestnntSt. 

»   ,*-  s 

Ladies' 
Hair  Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM? 

MODERATE    PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 
PR/CK/TT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  n  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Esiimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


AT 

POPULAR 

PRICES 


Attractive 
Wall  Papers 

A.  L.  Dl ANIENT  <&  GO. 
1624-  CHESTNUT  STREET,   PHILA.,  PA 


OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.   All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON   &   SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN   MAWR,    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Sboe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  ^  J-  J>  J> 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 

Personally-Conducted  Tours   <& 


The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania 
Railroad's   Personally-Conducted    Tours    to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT 

and  WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address 
GEO.  W.  BOYD,  Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,  Broad  Street  Station, 
Philadelphia. 

J.  B.  HUTCHINSON,  J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Manager.  General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

Is  there  anything  pleasanter 
than  to  lie  in  bed  on  New  Year's 
morning  and  think  how  very 
early  you  are  going  to  get  up 
during  the  rest  of  the  year?  Of 
course  you  needn't  begin  then, 
for  you  are  home  for  the  holi- 
days, a  pampered  being  and 
nothing  is  expected  of  you.  So 
you  lie  quite  still,  comfortably 
bristling  with  virtuous  intentions 


and  growing  more  and  more 
radiantly  happy  over  your  four 
days'  off  righteousness  (one  will 
resolve  anything  for  four  days 
off!). 

Yes,  your  whole  mode  of  life 
is  to  be  changed  when  you  get 
back  to  college.  You  muse  in 
the  happy  martyr  spirit,  and 
your  backbone  instinctively 
stiffens.  "No  more  frivoling  for 
me,  life  is  much  too  serious  a 
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matter.  Time  too  is  fleeting  and 
not  to  be  squandered  in  the  petty 
effervescent  pleasures  of  the  mo- 
ment," you  say,  with  many  an- 
other dull  phrase  which  savors 
unpleasantly  of  familiar  quota- 
tions. And  then  little  visions 
of  the  changed  "you"  rise  up 
before  your  happy  eyes.  You 
see  your  left  foot  emerging 
briskly  from  bed  at  the  very 
first  twang  of  the  triangle.  You 
have  evidently  been  lying  awake 
all  night  waiting  for  that  particu- 
lar moment.  You  see  yourself 
walking  sedately  downstairs 
just  as  the  dining-room  doors 
open  for  breakfast,  and  merrily 
over  to  Taylor  at  a  quarter  be- 
fore eight.  In  your  zeal  you 
arrive  even  before  the  dust  of 
last  night's  learning  has  been  re- 
moved from  the  Library  corners, 
yet,  no  matter.  But  happiest  of 
all  is  the  vision  of  the  changed 
"you"  in  the  Library.  You  no 
longer  say  "Good  morning"  to 
all  who  enter,  smile  at  people 
across  the  room,  gaze  interest- 
edly at  the  well-known  distant 
prospect  of  Rosemont,  indus- 
triously calculate  to  the  third 
decimal  place  how  many  pages 
per  hour,  and  how  many  hours 
per  day  you  must  work  to  finish 
your  essay  reading,  or  strum  a 
waltz  on  the  table  with  your 
fingers  while  your  thoughts 
bound  joyously  away  to  dear 
knows  where.  No,  you  are  in- 
deed a  changed  being.  Now, 
your  eyes  are  glued  on  your 
book,  and  there  is  grim  determi- 
nation in  every  line  of  your  face. 


"How  one's  brain  leaps  in  the  in- 
vigorating morning  air !"  you  say 
bubbling  over  with  the  jubilant 
feelings  of  prospected  virtue  and 
well-doing.  "There  is  nothing 
like  method  for  accomplishing 
things,"  you  continue,  drawing 
your  eyes  reluctantly  from  vis- 
ions of  the  changed  "you." 
Then  nice  little  proverbs  like 
"A  minute  saved  is  a  minute 
earned"  (or  is  it  a  "penny?") 
flit  through  your  mind.  And 
you  work  out  a  complicated  sys- 
tem of  carrying  around  books  by 
which  all  your  English  reading 
can  be  done  while  you  wait  for 
lectures  to  begin.  In  your  delight 
over  this  discovery  you  plan 
original  research  work  for  your 
afternoon  refreshment,  and  your 
chest  swells  with  pride  at  the 
shark  you  are  in  prospectus  be- 
come. 

So  you  come  back  to  college 
with  the  best  of  intentions.  But 
work  unfortunately  begins  on  a 
Friday  and  Friday  is  such  an  un- 
lucky day!  Besides,  Monday  is 
the  proper  time  for  beginning 
things.  Thus  you  postpone  all 
changes  in  your  life  until  Mon- 
day. But  you  are  awfully  tired 
Sunday  night,  and  somehow  for- 
get to  stay  awake  and  listen  for 
the  triangle  on  Monday  morning, 
and  it  is  only  through  the  kind- 
ness of  friends  that  you  reach  the 
breakfast  room  at  all. 

"This  is  rather  an  unhappy  be- 
ginning," you  think,  as  you 
rush  up  the  chapel  stairs  at  four- 
teen minutes  to  nine.  "But  all 
really  great  reforms  are  attended 
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with  what  at  first  seem  unsur- 
mountable  difficulties."  You 
have  your  note-book  under  one 
arm,  and  a  Shakespeare  under 
the  other — the  Shakespeare  was 
borrowed  and  fell  into  a  mud- 
puddle  on  the  way.  Your  own 
would  never  have  treated  you  so 
shabbily — but  this  is  a  mere  de- 
tail. 

Finally,  at  three  minutes  after 
nine  you  are  stowed  away  com- 
fortably in  a  microscopic  room 
on  the  third  floor  of  Taylor,  im- 
mersed in  Shakespeare  and  wait- 
ing for  the  "Prof."  "Your" 
changed  being  is  working  beauti- 
fully, you  think  as  you  skim 
through  "As  You  Like  It."  You 
have  just  read  a  joke  and  are 
feeling  optimistic.  But  at  this 
moment  your  eyes  which  hap- 
pened to  wander  just  that  once, 
discover  the  wrong  note-book  on 
the  table  before  you.  Your  right 
foot  instinctively  rises  in  sudden 
wrath—you  surely  could  not  have 
intended  stamping  on  the  seventh 
of  January?  You  did  not  do  it 
any  way.  But  your  temper  is  se- 
verely tried  wl.en  you  rush  down 
two  pairs  of  stairs,  around  by  the 
boardwalk — the  short  cut  is 
wired — up  another  two  flights  to 
your  room,  and  back  again  to  the 
top  of  Taylor,  only  to  find  the 
lecture-room  door  closed. 

This  is  only  the  beginning  of  a 
day  too  tedious  to  recall.  After 
a  week  of  distress,  you  have  had 
quite  enough  of  virtue.  But  vou 
still  carry  your  head  very  high, 
for  you  now  congratulate  your- 
self upon  your  wonderful  tenac- 


ity of  purpose  in  attempting  for 
one  whole  week  to  be  a  changed 
being.  However,  you  have  had 
an  experience,  and  see  the  weak- 
ening effects  on  character  of  un- 
successful reformations,  and  so 
firmly  resolve  never  again  to 
make  difficult  New  Year's  reso- 
lutions. 


Mme.  Schumann-Heink's  Re- 
cital. 

On  Monday,  December  7, 
Mme.  Schumann-Heink  gave  a 
delightful  song  recital  in  the 
Gymnasium.  The  program,  in- 
cluding songs  by  Mendelssohn, 
Schubert,  Schuman,  Wagner, 
and  Handel,  gave  full  scope  to 
her  splendid  voice  and  her  ver- 
satility in  interpretation.  She 
met  the  demands  of  the  light, 
peaceful  "Wohin"  of  Schubert, 
and  of  the  tremendously  dra- 
matic "Die  Allmacht"  with  equal 
power  of  delivery. 

Mme.  Schumann-Heink  was 
born  at  Lieben  near  Prague. 
She  studied  singing  at  Graz,  and 
made  such  rapid  progress  that  at 
the  age  of  seventeen  she  became 
principal  contralto  at  the  Court 
Theatre  in  Dresden.  She  next 
sang  in  Berlin  and  Hamburg, 
and  then  undertook  concert  tours 
in  Germany  and  other  countries. 
She  became  one  of  the  favorite 
singers  at  Bayreuth,  having  risen 
to  the  position  of  first  contralto 
in  Europe.  It  was  in  1898  that 
she  first  came  to  America. 
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Voices  from  Below. 


It  was  tea-time  in  Hades.  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror  and  Cer- 
vantes were  getting  the  toast 
ready  while  Napoleon  and  Peter 
the  Great  made  tea. 

Several  other  choice  spirits 
looked  on  and  conversed  ami- 
cably among  themselves. 

"Awfully  chilly  in  here,"  said 
Confucius. 

"Yes,"  said  Rameses  II.,  "Sa- 
tan does  pretty  well  in  most  ways 
but  when  it  comes  to  coals,  he's 
a  trifle  too  close-fisted.  I  told 
him  so  the  other  day  and  what  do 
you  suppose  he  did?" 


"Heaped  coals  of  fire  on  your 
head,"  said  Confucius. 

"Tried  to  an  hile  hilate  you 
with  a  coaled  stare,"  remarked 
Shakespeare. 

"Great  shades,"  groaned 
Caesar.  "Billy's  making  puns 
again." 

"Why  did  you  leave  the  table 
so  soon  this  morning,  William?" 
asked  Queen  Elizabeth. 

"Perhaps  he  didn't  like  the 
Bacon,"  said  Rameses. 

"Look  here,  Cervantes,"  called 
Caesar.  "Aren't  you  ready  to  let 
the  toast  pass  yet?" 
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"Tea's  done,"  said  Napoleon, 
"but  I  don't  see  any  cups.  What 
shall  I  do?" 

"Drink  to  me  only  with  thine 
eyes,"  murmured  Ben  Jonson. 

"Munchausen  asked  me  the 
other  day  if  I  didn't  want  him  to 
tell  me  his  last  adventure,"  said 
William  the  Conqueror,  "and — 

"You  said,  'I  don't  curfew 
do,'  "  broke  in  Shakespeare. 

"Good  heavens !  make  haste 
and  put  up  an  engaged  sign," 
yelled  Peter  the  Great.  "There 
isn't  a  drop  of  tea  left,  and  what 
if  Johnson  should  come  in !" 

"Poor  old  Johnson!  Didn't 
you  know?"  said  Rameses. 
"He's  making  up  gym  drills." 

"O  that  reminds  me,"  said 
Queen  Elizabeth,  "how's  the 
Greatest  Place  on  Earth  getting 
along?" 

"You  mean  Bryn  Mawr  Col- 
lege, of  course,"  said  Csesar. 
"It's  flourishing,  as  usual;  but  I 

understand  the  mid-year  exams. 
}> 

"Hush !  There's  the  second 
bell,"  cried  Shakespeare.  "Hurry 
up  or  Satan  will  lock  the  dining- 
room  doors  and  we'll  get  nothing 
for  dinner  but  milk  and  bread." 
S.  M.,  '02. 


A  Confession. 

I  embraced,  I  confess  it 
With  full  impunity, 
"Who?"  you  never  could  guess  it 
That's  why  I  confess  it ; 
Not  to  blame,  I  profess  it, 
Sure,  one  may  with  impunity 
Embrace,  and  confess  it, 
One's  first  opportunity. 

F.  W.  C,  '02. 


As  the  Year  Went. 

It  was  a  few  minutes  before 
midnight  on  the  thirty-first  of 
December  and  I  stood  at  the  win- 
dow waiting  with  a  thrill  of  ex- 
pectancy for  the  bells  to  an- 
nounce Nineteen  Hundred  and 
One.  I  involuntarily  drew  my 
cloak  more  tightly  about  me  as  a 
violent  gust  of  wind  drove  the 
shutters  against  the  side  of  the 
house  until  they  creaked  dis- 
mally. 

Suddenly,  in  a  gleam  of  moon- 
light I  saw  an  old  man,  stagger- 
ing on  but  bent  nearly  double  by 
the  force  of  the  blast.  His  long 
hair  blew  across  his  worn  and 
wrinkled  face.  He  led  by  the 
hand  a  little  boy,  who  held  back 
and  cried  piteously,  as  he  clung 
to  the  old  man's  cloak.  "No,  no," 
he  pleaded,  in  terror,  "please 
don't  leave  me.  I  am  afraid.  I 
can't  go  all  alone."  His  voice 
rose  to  a  wail.  Just  then  the 
clock  began  to  strike.  The  old 
man  kissed  the  child  tenderly 
but  shook  his  head.  "I  cannot 
go  with  you,"  he  said,  "You 
must  be  brave.  The  way  is  not 
so  long."  The  child,  summon- 
ing all  his  courage,  ran  forward 
through  the  swaying  trees,  and 
howling  wind. 

The  last  stroke  of  twelve 
sounded  and  the  bells  rang  out 
loudly.  I  pressed  my  face  against 
the  glass  and  stared  out  in  the 
dark.  But  I  saw  only  the  wav- 
ing elm  trees  and  heard  only  the 
shrieking  gale.  The  little  child 
was  gone. 

M.  M.,  '03. 
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Sestuia  of  the  Tramp  Student. 

(After  Kipling.) 

Speaking  in  general,  I  have  tried  them  all, 
The  various  sorts  of  bluff  that  get  you  through ; 
Speaking  in  general,  I  have  found  them  good 
For  such  as  cannot  labour  day  by  day, 
But  must  acquire,  the  same  as  I  have  done, 
A  year  of  knowledge  in  a  single  cram. 

What  does  it  matter  how  or  when  we  cram, 
So  long  as  we've  our  strength  to  stand  it  all — 
The  stress  and  striving  that  is  never  done, 
The  ceaseless  strain  that  slowly  pulls  us  through, 
The  teas  and  tabs  and  terror  night  and  day, 
The  broken  sleep  that  never  does  us  good  ? 

Your  virtuous  resolutions,  they're  no  good, 
You  have  to  have  the  habit  of  the  cram, 
Unless  you  do  your  reading  every  day, 
And  never  go  to  teas  or  Town  at  all, 
But  sit  in  Taylor  all  the  season  through — 
The  sort  of  thing  that  I  have  never  done. 

But  ah,  the  many  things  that  I  have  done ! 
I've  had  the  kind  of  time  described  as  good : 
And  always,  in  the  end,  I  worry  through, — 
For  she  who  cannot  dig,  must  learn  to  cram, 
And  I  have  learned ;  why  should  one  labour  all 
The  year,  when  one  but  needs  a  single  day  ? 

And  so,  I'll  soon  be  turning  night  to  day, 
As  I  have  philosophically  done 
Just  twice  a  year  since  entrance ;  learning  all, 
Forgetting  nothing ;  choosing  what  is  good 
To  know  (the  very  essence  of  the  cram)  — 
Without  an  aim  in  life  but  getting  through. 

It's  largely  luck,  I  think,  that  gets  you  through 
I've  studied  like  a  grind  and  lost  the  day, 
I've  pulled  uncounted  credits  on  a  cram ; 
There  is  no  rule ;  there's  nothing  to  be  done ; 
Till  marks  are  in,  I  never  know  how  good 
Or  bad  my  papers  are ;  pure  luck,  that's  all. 
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This  getting  through !     You  dig  and  are  undone ; 
You  frivol  day  by  day,  your  luck  is  good, 
Exams,  arrive — you  cram,  and  pass  them  all ! 

E.  T.  D. 


Philosophical  Club. 

On  the  evening  of  January  n, 
the  Philosophical  Club  in  formal 
meeting  heard  Professor  Ed- 
ward A.  Pace,  of  the  University 
of  Washington,  lecture  on  the 
"Spirit  of  Scholasticism."  Pro- 
fessor Pace  spoke  first  of  the 
period  of  Scholasticism  as  of  one 
which,  in  the  abstract  and  formal 
character  of  its  work,  is  essen- 
tially not  in  harmony  with  the 
scientific  spirit  of  the  present 
age,  and  is  therefore  much  less 
known  to  us  than  are  the  earlier 
periods  of  Philosophy.  He  then 
showed  what  were  the  true  aims 
and  work  of  Scholasticism,  and 
proved  that  it  did  perform  the 
task  that  was  imposed  upon  it. 
Its  great  work  was,  the  synthesis 
or  codification  of  the  knowledge 
then  extant;  and,  more  particu- 
larly, and  more  immediately  de- 
manded by  the  necessities  of  the 
age,  the  reconciliation  of  the  ris- 
ing Rationalistic  tendencies  with 
the  traditions  of  the  Roman  Cath- 
olic Church,  the  great  organ  of 
the  Middle  Ages.  The  minds  of 
the  people  were  turning  to 
Greek  Philosophy  for  the  "rea- 
son" which  they  sought,  and  so 


the  Scholastics  borrowed  from 
this  in  their  work.  They  turned 
however  to  Aristotle  rather  than 
to  Plato,  and  made  his  philo- 
sophy the  basis  of  the  theology 
of  their  day.  The  lecturer  then 
pointed  out  the  practical  applica- 
tions of  the  Scholastic  Doctrines 
to  the  life  of  man,  showing  that 
the  dynamics  of  life  and  progress 
was  declared  to  be  the  drawing 
near  of  the  soul  to  God,  by  the 
growing  knowledge  of  the  outer 
world  which  is  a  copy  of  the 
mind  of  God.  Scholasticism  was 
compared  with  Pantheism  ,and 
the  question  of  Good  and  Evil 
was  discussed  as  it  appeared  to 
the  minds  of  the  Scholastics. 
The  real  conflict  between  Good 
and  Evil  was  shown  to  be  that  of 
reason  against  impulse,  and  the 
necessity  of  a  religion  to  guide 
the  impulse  to  the  right,  was  em- 
phasized. 

The  talk  closed  with  a  general 
summary  of  the  real  good  that 
Scholasticism  accomplished,  in 
developing  a  spirit  and  a  system 
of  inquiry  and  in  thus  making 
possible  modern  scientific  re- 
search. Its  bearing  upon  the 
present  age  was  shown  by  the 
fact  that  the  search  for  a  general 


8 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  {PHILISTINE. 


positive  philosophy  to-day  is 
really  the  aiming  after  just  that 
which  Scholasticism,  with  its 
more  limited  means,  and  greater 
hindrances,  tried  to  bring  about 
E.  D.  E.,  '01. 


The  Lantern. 

Contributors  to  the  Lantern 
are  hereby  notified  that  the  final 
date  for  receiving  MSS.  is  Feb- 
ruary 28. 
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My  Hosea. 

He  hangs  in  the  corner  of  my 
study  by  the  bookcase  whereon 
my  favorite  poets  lurk,  and  I 
can  fancy  that  the  rigid  young 
face  frowns  relentlessly  when 
I  take  out  my  Rubyat  to  quaff 
a  cup  with  jovial  old  heathen 
Omar,  and  that  he  beams  an  aus- 
tere approval  when  Wordsworth 
slips  into  my  hand.  He  is  a 
relic  of  Freshman  year — I  felt 
so  aesthetic  and  collegiate  when 
I  bought  him,  and  looked  with 
the  scorn  of  the  initiated  upon 
framed  photographs  and  Gibson 
men  and  other  unesoteric  Fresh- 
man decorations.  My  proud 
spirit  was  a  trifle  humbled  when 
visiting  upper  classmen  did  not 
look  upon  Hosea  with  a  properly 
appreciative  eye,  but  made  ribald 
remarks  about  him,  or  if  more 
polite  merely  muttered  "Hosea 
already,"  or  "Heavens !  an- 
other \"  Nevertheless,  I  love  the 
dear  fellow ;  he  is  always  so  neat 
and  tidy,  always  so  handsome 
and  polite.  And  if  his  clothes 
are  a  trifle  negligee,  well,  I'm 
sure  he  has  forgiven  mine  often 
enough.  I  wonder  if  that  gar- 
ment of  his  was  a  Hebrew  smok- 
ing jacket,  or  if  he  was  caught 
in  a  Turkish  bath  by  some  en- 
terprising snap-shot  fiend.  I've 
often  wanted  to  ask,  but  he  is  so 
dignified  one  never  ventures  on 
a  liberty.  For  three  years  he  has 
hung  beside  my  books,  an  ever 
potent  influence  for  good — sham- 
ing my  flippant  thoughts,  ap- 
proving my  few  noble  ones.  He 
is  the  personification  of  quiet  pa- 


tience, for  I'm  sure  he  must  be 
tired  of  standing  and  holding 
that  Toga  so  sedately.  I  re- 
marked to  him  one  night,  "Why 
don't  you  drop  it,  and  sit  down, 
old  chap?"  but  detected  at  once 
an  added  hauteur  in  his  calm 
gaze  and  apologized  meekly.  He 
was  polite,  as  always,  but  for  a 
week  there  was  a  coldness  be- 
tween us  which  was  only  dis- 
pelled by  my  putting  two  French 
novels  in  the  fire  and  reading  the 
"Kitten  in  the  Falling  Leaves" 
out  loud  to  him.  He  is  an  ex- 
ample of  gentlemanly  reserve, 
for  he  never  talks  about  himself 
(I  fancy  it's  some  unfortunate 
love-affair,  but  he  would  never 
mention  it,  so  I  don't  even 
know  her  name)  and  doesn't  en- 
courage me  to,  though  he's 
always  interested  in  books  and 
music.  Sometimes  I  even  fancy 
he  enjoys  a  bit  of  gossip  if  its 
not  ill-natured  or  too  personal. 
Then,  too,  though  he  heartily 
despises  vanity,  he  doesn't  mind 
my  getting  a  new  frock  occasion- 
ally;  though  if  I  am  too  absorbed 
in  it  he  shames  me  with  his 
quiet  scorn.  And  yet  he's  not  a 
prig  at  all — quite  the  contrary. 
He  is  exceedingly  gentle  when 
one  is  down,  and  helps  one  out 
of  the  blues  wonderfully  with  his 
steadfast  sympathy. 

Thoughtless  visitors  sometimes 
say,  "Why  on  earth  don't  you 
throw  away  that  Hosea?"  and 
then  I  have  to  turn  the  conversa- 
tion quickly  and  keep  my  eyes 
carefully  averted  from  his  corner 
for  I  know  I  should  never  forget 
his  pained  expression — he's  very 
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sensitive.  And  after  they  are 
gone,  I  always  manage  unosten- 
tatiously to  show  my  good  feel- 
ing, either  by  taking  out  my 
Wordsworth,  or  by  putting  some 
fresh  flowers  on  the  bookcase 
near  him.  Throw  him  away,  in- 
deed !  Why  if  ever  I  should  take 
him  down,  I'm  sure  I  could  not 
sleep  for  thinking  of  the  hurt 
look  on  his  dear,  boyish  face.  I 
should  go  and  snatch  him  out  of 
the  closet  and  reinstate  him  at 
once —  and  oh!  think  of  the 
Wordsworth  I'd  have  to  read,  to 
say  nothing  of  my  bill  at  the 
Rosemont  florist's! 

G.  D.,  '02. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Philis- 
tine: 

Dear  Madam:  According  to 
instructions  received  from  you 
some  time  since,  I  interviewed 
Sarah  Bernhardt  yesterday  af- 
ternoon in  Philadelphia.  The 
remarkable  effect  this  woman  has 
had  upon  a  certain  group  of  indi- 
viduals in  D —  Hall,  generally 
classified  according  to  table,  in- 
terested me  from  the  first  in  my 
task.  Every  type  is  represented 
in  this  group,  the  stormy  Arctic 
temperament,  the  calm,  imper- 
turbable character,  and  the  fiery, 
emotional  tropical  nature. 
Well,  my  dear  madam,  incred- 
ible as  it  sounds,  these  individ- 
uals, one  and  all,  were  stimu- 
lated to  lachrymation  at  the  per- 
formance of  Camille.  That  Arc- 
tic soul  whose  cold  and  even 
tenor  I  have  never  before  seen 
ruffled,      melted       (appropriate 


word ! )  into  tears !  And  what 
terms  can  express  the  ecstasy  of 
affliction  observable  in  the  im- 
petuous southern  temperament! 
A  melancholy  smile  is  all  we  have 
since  received  from  the  one,  an 
evidently  tenacious  depression 
sits  on  the  other. 

I  have  been  told  that  Bern- 
hardt seems  extremely  youthful 
in  spite  of  her  seventy  years — 
need  I  say  I  was  slightly  as- 
tonished to  discover  she  occupied 
a  suite  in  the  Young  Women's 
Christian  Association.  The 
street  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  struck 
me  as  a  trifle  dingy,  but  know- 
ing that  soon  I  should  breathe 
a  rarer  air  as  the  poet  says,  I  as- 
cended the  excellent  fire-proof 
iron  stairs  of  the  institution  to 
the  number  of  four  and  knocked 
at  a  door  dingy  to  be  sure,  but 
interesting  ?  Yes !  I  was  ad- 
mitted. A  zebra  arose  from  the 
hearth-rug  in  the  salon  and  re- 
garded me  curiously  as  I  entered. 
Stripes,  it  seems,  are  Sarah's 
latest  fad,  for  presently  the 
streaked  portieres  separated  and 
she  advanced  toward  me  clad, 
also  in  stripes,  with  lilacs  in  her 
hair.  My  head  began  to  swim, 
stripes  on  the  wall  paper,  the  car- 
pet, the  upholstery.  I  fear  I 
gazed  at  her  coldly.  An  expres- 
sion of  anguish  grew  upon  my 
face,  she  wrung  her  hands.  It 
was  too  much,  my  uncontrollable 
tears  gushed  forth — passionately 
I  approached  her  and  inquired 
what  her  opinions  were  on  Trusts; 
whether  she  would  write  for  the 
Lantern;  whether  or  not  she  used 
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the   overhand   stroke   in    swim- 
ming; was  it  true  that  she  liked 
canaries — as  you  instructed  me 
to   do.     The  zebra   left  at  this 
point,  looking  as  it  occurred  to 
me  somewhat  bored;  his  name, 
which  you  may  desire  to  print 
for  the  interest  of  your  readers 
is     "Chou-Chou."       Sarah     an- 
swered    my     interrogations     so 
fully  on  the  points  I  brought  up 
that  I  judge  it  best  to  put  them 
into  a  separate  article  for  our 
next  issue.     Toward  the  last  she 
began  to   writhe,   with   uplifted 
eyes  in  a  manner  that  reminded 
me  painfully  of  Vermicelli  soup 
in  motion.     I  was  about  to  leave 
in  some  haste,  when  with  a  pan- 
ther's spring  she  was  beside  me, 
grasping  my  arm  in  a  grip  like 
copper  wire  (to  match  her  hair, 
no  doubt)  and  wheezed  into  my 
ear  in  a  manner  that  brought  the 
blood   in  torrents  to   my  head, 
some  unintelligible  words.  Fear- 
ing that  in  retaliation  she  was 
about  to  question  me  concerning 
basket-ball,  the  statistics  of  vac- 
cination, or  she  desired  to  know 
whether  the  'bus  paid  expenses, 
I    attempted    to    wrest    myself 
loose.     She  paled,  and  whistled 
low    in    a    diabolical    way ;    the 
zebra  trotted  in  and  observed  me, 
with  a  ferocious  and  hungry  air. 
Cowed,  I  begged  her  to  repeat 
her  question.  Judge,  madam,  the 
palliation  to  my  nerves,  not  to 
speak  of  my  gratification,  when 
she  said  she  contemplated  sub- 
scribing    for,     and     desired     a 
sample  copy  of  the  Philistine  I 
Truly  yours, 
Strenuous  Life. 


Elizabeth    Brodie,    '04,    Died 
December  20,  1900. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Under- 
graduate Association  on  January 
7,  1901,  the  following  resolutions 
were  passed : 

Resolved,  That  the  Under- 
graduate Association  feels  deep 
and  universal  sorrow  at  the  death 
of  its  member,  Elizabeth  Brodie, 
and  would  express  to  her  family 
its  profound  sympathy  in  their 
grief. 

Resolved,  That  this  resolution 
be  recorded  in  the  minutes  of  the 
Association,  and  that  a  copy  be 
sent  to  her  family. 

Mary  Southgate, 

President. 

Elizabeth  Congdon, 
Secretary. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Class  of 
1904,  held  January  8,  1901,  reso- 
lutions were  passed  as  follows : 

Resolved,  That  the  Class  of  '04 
of  Bryn  Mawr  College,  feels  a 
great  loss  in  the  death  of  its  loved 
classmate,  Elizabeth  Brodie,  and 
wishes  to  express  to  her  family 
its  heartfelt  sympathy  in  their 
great  bereavement. 

Resolved,  That  this  resolution 
be  recorded  in  the  minutes  of  the 
Class,  and  that  a  copy  be  sent  to 
her  family. 

Martha  S.  Rockwell, 

President. 
Jane  Allen, 

Secretary. 
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Philosophy  of  Life  in  Weather 
Vanes. 

The  window  whence  the  light 
falls  upon  my  work  every  day 
faces  a  weather  vane  which  has 
become  to  my  mind  an  object  of 
surpassing  interest  and  signifi- 
cance. True,  a  massive  and 
stately  tower  of  gray  stone  sup- 
ports it,  but  that  is  a  mere  com- 
monplace accident — the  unusual 
thing  is  the  weather  vane  itself. 
The  reason  why  is  simply  that 
instead  of  recording  the  direc- 
tion of  the  wind  and  roundly 
boxing  the  compass  as  any 
right-minded  vane  should  be 
glad  to  do,  it  remains  inanely, 
cheerfully,  pointing  to  the  north- 
west; and  even  though  an  east- 
erly storm  choke  you  with  fog 
and  sleet,  it  still  says  with  a 
merry  grin  "Bless  you!  Its 
an  hallucination  of  yours  that  it's 
storming.  Create  a  positive 
image  of  pleasant  weather,  as 
I  do— NWP 

We  hear  weather  vanes  used 
as  typical  of  the  unstable  person, 
and  yet  it  seems  to  me  unfair  to 
them  so  to  do.  For  is  not  the 
purpose  of  the  weather  vane  to 
whirl  with  every  fresh  change  of 
breeze,  and  point  out  to  the  less 
sensitive  inhabitants  of  the  dull 
earth  below  the  swerving,  eddy- 
ing flow  of  unseen  rivers  in  the 
air?  My  opposite  neighbor  is 
false  to  his  trust  when  he  fails 
in  this ;  and  his  refusal  to  make 
an  about-face  is  as  irritating  as 


the  dull  optimism  of  the  people 
who  refuse  to  admit  the  exist- 
ence of  evil. 

Like  Oliver  Herford's  "Le-o- 
pard," 


"Year  in,  year  out,  he  may  not 

change, 
No    matter    how    the    weather 

range 
From  cold  to  hot." 


But  I  know  another  weather- 
vane  worth  ten  of  that.  On 
Taylor  tower  is  a  golden  arrow 
that  leaps  with  the  veering  of  a 
flaw  from  any  quarter.  It  is 
not  an  optimist,  but  a  steady 
teller  of  the  truth.  I  have 
known  it  groan  and  cry  under 
the  assaults  of  a  Bryn  Mawr 
wind,  threaten  to  give  up  the 
job,  and  show  a  reprehensible 
amount  of  bad  temper  in  the  per- 
formance of  its  duty;  but  it  has 
never,  to  my  knowledge,  refused 
the  unpleasant  truth  of  a  nor'- 
easter,  or  the  convincing  gentle- 
ness of  a  warm  southern  wind, 
even  though  it  knows  every  one 
in  College  wants  skating  wea- 
ther. Perfect  weather  vane ! 
Like  everything  else  at  Bryn 
Mawr,  you  are  the  best  of  your 
kind.  Every  unappreciative 
Freshman  may  see  you  hourly, 
and  I,  because  I  am  a  "Finished 
Product"  (on  whom  the  paint  is 
hardly  dry),  I  must  lack  you, 
and  gaze  across  at  the  unim- 
peachable optimist  over  the  way. 

E.  C.  C,  'oo. 
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The  Literary  Corner. 

The  Philistine,  hearing  that  many  of  its  readers  have  at  pres- 
ent a  keen  interest  in  the  subject  of  literary  criticism,  wishes  to 
present  a  Labor-saving  Scheme.  The  following  plan  is  warranted 
to  be  adaptable  to  every  subject  and  will  be  found  to  be  of  great 
assistance  : 

(Course) 

(Name) 

The  subject  which has  treated  in  j  ,1S  |  works  is  one 

which  cannot  fail  to  awaken  in  the  reader  a  feeling  of  extreme  <  P. easu^e  I  _    jts 

charm  lies  in  the  {  f  jj£Utghtful }  treatment  of  the  {  ^antic  } .     In  mood  we 

may  call  it  { jj^jf1 }  and  its  pitch  is  undoubtedly  {  1^  }  •     The  setting 

*—  {v!°,?lSir„"uonn}  and  the  background  is  taken  frl  {JEg£j.} 

«—■  {wuEiteof }  «»«a-Wi  {i^SeL}  ***■«  {rrs 

difficulty  that   we     1    understan(l  ^s  attitude  toward  the  world.    In  these 

{  novels  [we  see  {f^kof^   I  Proofof  {her!  ^erary  genius. 
V  poems  J  *■  *■        J 

M.  M.,  '03. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Calendar. 

Spring's  the  time  for  basket-ball 
And  winter  for  a  skate. 

We're  then  so  fond  of  field  and 
pond, 
That  oft  to  gym  we're  late. 

In  fall  we  take  to  riding, 
But  summer  wins  the  prize, 

Where'er  we  go,  for  then  there's 
no 
Required  exercise. 

C.  I.  C,  '02. 


H 
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The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 


H. 
H  is  the  hose ; 

You  should  see  how  it  goes 
To  fire-drills  or  fires, 
As  occasion  requires. 

h. 
Indispensable  hose. 


K. 

K  is  the  kettle 
Of  some  sort  of  metal, 
That  boils  for  our  tea; 
You  can  just  wait  and  see. 

k. 
Convivial  kettle. 


I. 


I's  the  infirmary, 
Home  for  all  ills, 

A  garden  of  grippe, 
Of  measles  and  pills, 
i. 

Inspect  the  Infirmary. 
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J- 

J  is  for  Joseph, 

Capable  man ; 
Who  builds  you  a  fire, 

As  no  one  else  can. 

J- 
Jovial  Joseph! 


L  is  Low  Buildings, 
Away  down  the  hill ; 

It  is  low  in  location, 
In  build,  and  in  bill. 
1. 

Extremely  low  buildings. 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


SOROSIS" 

It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 


gtmmmmwH4H 
:: 


iXXiliXXll 


TTTTTTTTTnTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTITTTT»I'TTTT»TMfIlrrrrT»l»»T?ITTTIIlYV>TrT9* 


SCHREIBER    &   KERR 


Ladies'  bailors 

735  SOUTH 

W  ELEVENTH 

T  STREET.... 

PHILADELPHIA 


Goions 


for  Morning  "Wear, 
Walking,  Traveling, 
Yachting,  and  Costumes  for  all 
kinds  of  Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 
times    &     &     J*    J*    J*    J*    £ 


iiii-Mif"?if;"-1i"'.ti't1'>t4tit 

rrTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTrTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


* 


'$  Women's  Hats  and  Furs 


Outfitters 


In  the  addition  to  our  unusually  fine  Hats  we  make  a 
specialty  of  Outing  Hats  of  all  sorts,  and  our  stock 
will  be  found  to  comprise  all  the  latest  European  and 
American  novelties. 

Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-26  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


17 


m  Ritten* 
bouse 


*» 


A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 
PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 


Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 


"TheThompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


#45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt,inverted  plaits.bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
ZfS&tpSS?  910  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery \  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 


Bulletins, etc., »pon req^t  ""sbST    ,214  Chestnut  Street 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 


and  the 

most  delicious 


Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 16  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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Charles    W*    Leupold 


<& 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  In  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

t222  Chestnut  Street 

Philadelphia 


DKEKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  Lunches 
served  in  the  lateststyle.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 

Pictures and- 

Sole  Agents  for  T~^ 

Photograph  Co.  \    Si\    flGS 

of  Boston  x      L   *»*■  *  A  *  ^  <■* 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

1206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Fur  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


1223  ChestEot  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  OSE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAMUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    Sz  CO. 
PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


Attractive      #&&  popular 
Wall  Papersij^I?* 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  <£  CO. 
1624  CHESTNUT  STREET,  PHILA.,  PA. 

Tie  Brp  flair  PDanacles^ 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  To/let  Requisites.  All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions   a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

CHRISTIAN   MOORE 

E.  K.  WILSON   <&   SO/V 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN   MAWR,    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company- 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  •*  J>  *  J* 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 


In  Effect  November  26,  1900. 


Philadelphia  to  Bryn  Mawr. 


Bryn  Mawr  to  Philadelphia. 


A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

A.M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

|12  01 

8  45 

12  15 

*3  40 

*5  42 

9  15 

6  18 

8  48 

12  18 

4  18 

7  18 

10  48 

6  00 

9  45 

*12  40 

3  45 

5  45 

9  45 

6  48 

*9  08 

12  48 

4  48 

*7  30 

11  18 

6  15 

10  15 

12  45 

*4  12 

*6  13 

10  15 

7  18 

9  18 

1  18 

*5  12 

7  48 

11  48 

6  35 

10  45 

1  15 

4  15 

6  15 

10  45 

*7  40 

*9  38 

1  48 

5  18 

8  18 

6  45 

11  45 

1  45 

*4  42 

6  45 

*11  29 

7  48 

9  48 

2  18 

5  48 

8  48 

7  15 

2  15 

4  45 

7  15 

11  30 

*8  10 

10  18 

2  48 

6  18 

0  18 

7  45 

2  45 

*5  09 

7  45 

8  18 

10  48 

3  18 

0  48 

9  48 

8  15 

3  15 

5  15 

8  15 

*8  36 

11  18 

3  48 

7  02 

10  18 

A.  M. 


SUNDAY  TEAINS. 


P.  M       P.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M. 


A.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M. 


7  00 

8  15 

8  15 

9  45 

10  45 

11  45 


12  45 

3  45 

7  15 

11  45 

7  18 

11  48 

12  48 

5  48 

8  48 

1  15 

4  45 

8  15 

7  48 

1  48 

6  18 

9  18 

1  45 

5  15 

9  15 

8  48 

2  48 

6  48 

9  48 

2  15 

5  45 

9  45 

9  48 

3  48 

7  18 

10  18 

2  45 

6  15 

10  15 

10  18 

4  48 

7  48 

10  48 

3  15 

6  45 

11  15 

10  48 

5  18 

8  18 

11  18 

♦Express  Trains. 


tDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  Tours 

The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.    These  tours  . 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning-  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address  Geo.  W.  BOYD, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,   Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

I  find  it  interesting  to  watch 
the  evolution  in  the  contents  of 
the  average  college  book  shelf, 
and  wonder  what  its  owner's  lit- 
erary taste  might  have  been  if  no 
outside  opinions  had  crept  in  to 
gently  guide  her  towards  a 
proper  understanding  of  what 
she  could  safely  admire  and  what 
she  must  shun.  During  the  early 
part  of  Freshman  year  a  well- 
thumbed     Longfellow     occupies 


a  conspicuous  spot  on  her 
shelves,  towering  above  a  white 
and  gold  "House  of  the  Seven 
Gables"  and  a  lavender  "Some- 
thing for  Every  Day  in  the 
Year,"  while  the  "Dolly  Dia- 
logues," Martin's  "Human 
Body"  and  the  "Merchant  of 
Venice"  hold  sweet  converse  to- 
gether at  the  other  end  of  the 
shelf,  and  "Paradise  Lost" 
jostles  elbows  with  "An  Untold 
Love"   and   "Fables   in    Slang." 
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When  you  admire  the  vast  num- 
ber of  her  books  (one  is  driven 
to  admire  often,  if  only  for  the 
sake  of  conversation),  she  bursts 
forth  with  an  enthusiastic  "Yes, 
I  love  them  every  one,  but  dear- 
est of  all  is  my  Longfellow,"  and 
she  draws  him  tenderly  from  be- 
tween his  two  gaily  dressed 
companions.  (There  was  a 
Longfellow  club  at  home,  and  it 
was  considered  quite  the  proper 
thing  to  admire  him.)  "You 
sweet  old  thing,"  she  continued 
in  faint  echoes  of  Mrs.  Levering 
Boyle's  paper  on  "Longfellow" 
(Mrs.  Levering  Boyle  was  presi- 
dent of  the  club),  "source  of  all 
my  best  inspirations,  to  be  read 
and  wept  over  in  my  moments  of 
trouble.  How  wretched  I  should 
be  without  you !"  and  she  beams 
happily  at  the  poetic  ring  of  her 
well  turned  phrase,  and  wishes 
that  some  one  from  home  could 
be  there  to  hear.  So,  when  the 
time  comes  for  handing  in  a  sub- 
ject for  her  essay  she  uses  up 
seven  sheets  of  her  best  mono- 
gram paper  in  her  efforts  to  get 
two  "l's"  of  the  same  height  and 
an  easy  flourish  into  "Long- 
fellow." A  week  later  Long- 
fellow has  migrated  from  her 
shelves. 

Towards  Easter  a  Rubyat  and 
sprinklings  of  Matthew  Arnold 
and  Stevenson  have  displaced 
certain  of  the  white  and  gold  and 
lavender  horrors,  and  by  the  be- 
ginning of  Junior  year  Ruskin, 
Rossetti,  Swinburne  and  Pater 
have  appeared  upon  the  shelves. 
How    can    this    be    explained? 


Could  it  have  happened  if  their 
owner  had  not  been  perhaps 
biased  by  popular  opinion. 
Could  any  one  unassisted  soar 
into  admiration  of  the  aesthetic 
Pater?  I  tremble  to  think  what 
might  have  occupied  those  book 
shelves  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
promptings  of  prevailing  college 
sentiment,  perhaps  even  Adelaide 
Proctor  or  Mrs.  Hiemen. 


The  Crime. 

(With  a  thousand  apologies  to 
Edgar  Allan  Poe.) 

.     .     .Vox   faucibus   haesit 
— 2Eneid. 

Quel  abimo,  quel  abimo  tu  in 
onores! — A.  de  Musset. 

.     .     .     O,  she  is  fallen 

Into  a  pit  of  Ink. — 
Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 

Misery  is  manifold.  The 
world  is  shrouded  in  a  pall  of 
liquid  blackness.  Blackness 
hovers  over  Taylor  Tower,  and 
obscures  the  insignificant  gables 
of  the  infirmary.  Radnor  stands, 
stolid  and  immense,  in  the  heart 
of  impenetrable  shadow.  And 
yet  I  feel — wretch  that  I  am 
— that  this  terrible  darkness  is 
but  the  figment  of  my  boiling 
brain,  a  part  of  the  fearful  mono- 
mania which  has  seized  me.  The 
memory  of  my  crime  is  my  pres- 
ent torture — the  agony  which  is 
owes  its  origin  to  the  anguish 
which  has  been. 

I  never  was  a  happy  girl.  My 
baptismal  name  is  Heliodera ;  my 
family  name  I  suppress,  though, 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


alas,  they  have  doubtless 
changed  it.  Why  should  they 
totter  under  the  disgrace  of 
bearing  my  title — mine!  Since 
I  languish  in  a  padded  cell,  in  the 
asylum  of  the  Criminal  In- 
sane? 

Let  me  state  that  I  am  not 
mad.  I  am  in  perfect  possession 
of  my  senses.  Nervous,  yes; 
very  nervous,  very  melancholy; 
but  not  mad,  no,  no!  Yet  bend 
lower,  lower  still;  I  would  not 
have  the  grisly  jailer  overhear 
me.  /  am  going  mad!  Ha,  ha! 
You  start?  It  is  the  hideous 
truth. 

It  began  years  ago  when  I 
passed  the  Finals.  I  entered — 
ha!  ha!  yes,  I  entered;  but  in 
what  a  fearful  bodily  and  mental 
condition!  My  forehead  pale, 
my  eyes  sunken  so  as  to  be  almost 
invisible,  my  shoulders  bent  like 
those  of  an  octogenarian,  I  en- 
tered those  gloomy  halls.  My 
recovery  seemed  strangely  slow. 
For  three  years  I  had  an  inde- 
finable objection  to  looking  at  a 
book,  and  a  morbid  dislike  for 
holding  the  pen.  More  than  all,  I 
hated  the  black,  the  trickling,  the 
horrid  drops  of — of — ah — hh ! 

You  are  affrighted?  I 
shrieked  aloud?  Pardon,  these 
paroxysms  sometimes  come. 
You  should  not  have  said  the 
fatal  word;  it  drives  me  frantic. 
Ink! 

There,  you  see  I  have  said  it; 
I  am  not  mad,  but  sane,  sane  and 
cheerful. 

It  was  thus.  I  will  tell  you 
all.    My  horror  of  the  appliances 


of  study  grew  until  I  could 
scarcely  persuade  myself  to  try 
an  examination ;  and  when  I  did, 
I  failed  it.  I!  I  failed.  But  how 
grandly!  My  melancholy  eyes 
drove  the  professor  to  the  verge 
of  lunacy;  my  domelike  brow 
and  sunken  cheeks  gave  me  a 
look  of  feverish  intellectuality; 
no  mere  fleshly  seeker  of  marks 
could  rival  me  in  distinction. 

Examinations  goaded  me  to 
incalculable  frenzy.  It  was  not 
the  work.  (I  never  did  it,  ha, 
ha!)  It  was  the  trailing  of  the 
pen  over  the  paper;  the  black, 
the  thick,  the  souplike  horror  of 

the ye  gods!    I   cannot  say 

the  word ! 

I  had  tried  to  study — it  was  the 
night  before  the  Senior  Finals — 
but  the  pen  fell  from  my  burning 
hand,  the  whiteness  of  the  paper 
seared  my  eyeballs,  I  groaned 
aloud.  There  was  but  one  solu- 
tion to  my  frightful  position — 
the  examination  had  to  be 
prevented. 

A  fiendish  thought  flashed 
through  my  head;  I  put  my 
fingers  in  my  ears ;  I  grew  faint, 
but  still  the  thought  dizzied  my 
brain.  The  full  fury  of  my 
monomania  burst  upon  me. 

The  clock  struck  two.  I  was 
sitting  alone  in  my  room.  Evi- 
dently I  had  been  there  all  even- 
ing, and  yet  the  floor  was  tracked 
with  snow ;  snow  lay  crusted  on 
my  large  galoshes ;  a  rope  ladder 
two  feet  long  hung  from  my  win- 
dow; my  hands  were  splashed 
with  black;  a  huge  bucket  stood 
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beside  my  chair — what  had  I 
done? 

It  was  morning.  I  sat  with 
the  rest  of  the  class  in  Taylor 
Hall,  and  the  professor  was  in- 
nocently distributing  papers.  A 
fit  of  shuddering  seized  me  from 
time  to  time;  my  teeth  rattled 
like  castanets;  I  was  not  com- 
pletely master  of  myself.  Why, 
as  I  took  up  my  pen,  did  my 
blood  congeal  in  my  veins?  I 
could  bear  no  more.  I  leaped  to 
my  feet  with  a  yell.  "Wretches !" 
I  cried,  "ye  scrawl  in  vain!  ye 
will  torture  me  no  more  with 
thick  and  sable  tracks  on  white 
paper!  Ha!  ha!  There  is  no 
ink  in  Taylor  Hall.  Nelson  is 
foiled!  Your  names  are  writ  in 
water !" 

It  was  true.  My  midnight 
deed  was  well  done.  No  more 
exams — no  more  pens,  paper,  or 
— ha!  ha!  ha! 

(At  this  juncture  the  unfor- 
tunate Senior,  who  had  been  an 
exceptionally  good  student,  with 
a  monomania  that  she  could 
never  pass  examinations,  dashed 
her  head  against  the  corner  of 
the  table  and  expired,  raving 
mad.)  E.  T.  D. 


The  Philistine  is  amused  to 
see  that  the  Seniors  are  still 
laboring  under  the  evil  effects 
of  French  and  German  idiom  on 
their  normal  mode  of  speech. 
An  outsider  overhearing  a  con- 
versation between  two  of  these 
august  beings  on  the  way  to  town 
the  other  day  had  serious 
doubts  of  their  sanity,  and  with 


difficulty  restrained  himself  from 
intimating  his  suspicions  to  the 
conductor.  .  ... 

They  hurried  in  from  oppo- 
site ends  of  the  car,  and  em- 
braced in  the  aisle,  regardless  of 
other  entering  passengers. 

"Oh,  Emily!  How  do  you 
carry  yourself  this  morning?  It 
makes  to  me  joy  to  see  you.  But 
why  did  you  arrive  not  until  the 
last  moment  ?  Come  sit  yourself 
to  the  side  of  me  and  tell  to  me 
what  you  have  come  from  mak- 
ing these  last  few  days  ?" 

"O,  terrible !  If  it  pleases  you, 
do  not  you  demand  it  from  me ! 
It  makes  to  me  shivers,  for  there 
are  to  me  fears  that  I  have 
flunked  the  English  "exam"  of 
me. 

"It  makes  cold  to-day,  does  it 
not?" 

"Yes,  certainly,  so  it  seemed  to 
me  when  I  walked  myself  on  a 
horse  this  morning?  ...  Is 
there  not  to  you  a  new  coat  to 
the  horse?  .  .  .  But  stay, 
hurry,  let  us  be  ready  to  first  go 
the  door  out !" 

As  the  outsider  walked 
through  the  gate  these  last  words 
floated  into  his  wide,  distended 
ears: 

"Is  it  that  it  is  that  you  go  at 
Wanamaker's?  If  so  I  will 
promenade  myself  the  street 
down  with  you  to  Fifteenth  and 
Chestnut." 


Recent  Excavations  in  Crete. 

On  Tuesday  evening,  January 
15,  Mr.  Louis  Dyer,  of  Oxford, 
addressed  the  College  on  "Recent 
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Excavations  in  Crete,"  comment- 
ing in  particular  upon  the  dis- 
coveries which  Mr.  Evans  has 
just  made  in  the  Labyrinth.  Mr. 
Dyer  devoted  the  beginning  of 
his  lecture  to  a  brief  sketch  of 
the  position  which  Crete  occu- 
pied among  the  surrounding 
countries,  both  in  regard  to  its 
geographical  location  and  in  re- 
gard to  its  influence  upon  the 
culture  of  the  day.  He  showed 
clearly  that  the  high  state  of  cul- 
ture which  its  inhabitants 
reached  was  largely  due  to  the 
central  location  in  which  the 
island  was  placed.  Mr.  Dyer 
then  described  the  interior  of  the 
Labyrinth  itself,  and  mentioned 
the  more  important  frescoes  and 
vases  which  careful  research  has 
brought  to  light.  In  this  connec- 
tion he  advanced  a  most  plaus- 
ible theory  to  account  for  the 
growth  of  the  legend  of  the 
Minotaur.  When  Crete  fell  a 
prey  to  the  barbarians,  some  of 
the  invaders  may  have  strayed 
unguided  among  the  blind  alleys 
and  storage  vaults,  of  which  the 
palace  is  composed,  until  they 
thought  that  they  had  come  upon 
a  maze.  The  fresco  of  a  bull 
which  was  found  near  one  of  the 
shrines  might  easily  be  consid- 
ered to  represent  the  presiding 
deity  of  the  place,  and  the  fres- 
coes of  men  and  women  would 
give  rise  to  the  story  of  the  vic- 
tims, thus  like  so  many  legends, 
this  fable  took  shape  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a  great  deal  of  imagina- 
tion to  a  small  particle  of  fact. 
Mr.  Dyer  illustrated  his  lecture 


by  a  most  exhaustive  and  inter- 
esting series  of  stereopticon 
views.  E.  M.  G.,  '02. 


'Tis   Oft    the    Clothes    That 
Makes  the  Man. 

Oh,  Polly's  gone  forth 

To  do  or  to  die ; 
I  stood  at  my  window 

And  saw  her  pass  by. 
She'd  her  skates  o'er  her  shoul- 
der, 

A  Tam  on  her  head, 
Her  jacket  was  scarlet, 

Her  mittens  were  red. 
One  would  think,  justto  see  her, 

"Now  there  goes  a  girl, 
Who  can  cut  figure  eights, 

Skate  backwards  and  whirl ; 
Can  turn  a  neat  curve, 

Glide  and  spin,  sail  and  fly," 
Yes,  for  Polly's  ability 

Many  might  sigh. 
But  friends,  pray  you,  listen, 

And  hear  what  I  tell : 
Tam  O'Shanters  are  jaunty, 

Red  mittens  as  well ; 
But,  sad  to  relate, 

These  things  are  not  all, 
For  e'en  Mistress  Polly 

Has  taken  a  fall. 
Ah,  her  hair  has  come  down 

And  her  cap  has  blown  off, 
But  since  I'm  no  skater 

I  scarce  dare  to  scoff. 
In  fact,  to  my  mind, 

Mistress  Polly  is  wise, 
Her  cap  and  her  mittens 

You'd  best  not  despise ; 
For  if  on  the  ice 

She  is  fated  to  tumble, 
Let  her  still  look  her  part, 

Though  her  posture  be  hum- 
ble. 

I.  L.,  '03. 
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On  Idling. 

Why  is  it  that  the  real  essence 
of  the  pleasure  of  dawdling  is 
realized  only  when  it  is  of  vital 
importance  that  you  work  ?  For 
my  part  I  get  no  particular  satis- 
faction out  of  wasting  time  when 
I  have  nothing  immediate  to  do. 
The  real  pleasure  of  idling  comes 
in  when  I  have  two  days'  work 
to  do  in  one,  and  a  previous  en- 
gagement which  will  occupy  all 
the  afternoon  of  the  one.  Then 
I  dawdle  with  a  blithe  spirit.  I 
don't  sit  still  and  do  absolutely 
nothing,  oh  no!  I  think  of  all 
the  work  I  have  to  do,  and  then, 
like  the  old  lady  in  the  story, 
take  a  nap  so  as  to  get  that  off 
my  mind.  Or  I  get  out  a  piece 
of  fancy  work  and  think  that  if 
I  am  to  get  this  finished  by  next 
Christmas  I  really  must  sew  on 
it.  But  I  soon  weary  of  the 
charms  of  embroidery  and  decide 
that  I  will  answer  that  letter 
I  got  from  Uncle  John  two 
months  ago.  Having  progressed 
as  far  as  "Dear  Uncle  John:  I 
have  been  trying  to  write  to  you 
for  a  long  time,  but  am  so 
awfully  busy  that  I  haven't  a 
minute  for  letters,"  I  realize  that 
I  have  nothing  further  to  com- 
municate to  Uncle  John,  and  so 
think  I'll  read  a  little  Kipling. 
I  haven't  read  any  Kipling  for 
quite  a  while.  I  get  out  "Mrs. 
Hawksbee  Sits  Out"  and  begin 
to  read,  but  it  is  already  so  fa- 
miliar that  I  recall  it  all  at  a 
glance,  so  I  conclude  something 
else  will  be  more  interesting.    I 


pick  up  Anthony  Hope's  last 
novel.  After  the  first  two 
pages  I  decide  that  I'm  too  busy 
to  read  such  a  long  story,  and 
suddenly  discover  that  I'm  very 
hungry.  I  reflect  that  I'm  much 
too  busy  to  stop  and  make  tea, 
so  I'll  just  eat  an  apple.  After 
searching  fifteen  minutes  for  that 
bag  of  apples  we  had  last  week,  I 
recall  that  they  were  all  eaten 
up  Sunday  afternoon,  so  I  think 
I'll  have  tea  after  all.  No  I 
won't,  either;  tea  is  so  unseason- 
able in  the  morning.  Then  I  de- 
cide that  I'm  not  hungry,  any- 
way. While  I  stand  aimlessly 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  idly 
gazing  out  of  the  window  at 
nothing,  a  bell  rings  and  I  am 
roused  to  consciousness  and  the 
wish  that  I  had  not  cut  that  last 
lecture,  for  I  don't  seem  to  have 
accomplished  much  by  staying 
away.  But  now  I  really  will  get 
to  work.  I  take  down  a  volume 
of  short  essays,  hoping  to  draw 
inspiration  from  them.  This 
first  one  I  have  read  before,  but 
really  it  is  quite  worth  a  second 
reading.  That  accomplished,  I 
turn  to  the  next  page  and  soon 
find  myself  absorbed  in  another. 
And  so  half  an  hour  goes  before 
I  realize  that  I  am  reading,  not 
writing.  I  hastily  replace  the 
book  on  the  shelf,  and  seat  my- 
self at  the  desk.  I  am  inspired 
with  an  idea!  I  will  write  on 
Idling.  I  seize  my  pen  and  fall 
to  work ! 

A.  S.R.,  '02. 
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Taylor  Clock. 

(With  apologies  to  Alfred  Tennyson.) 

Haughty  clock  of  Taylor  Hall, 

Of  me  you  shall  not  win  renown ; 
You  thought  to  make  me  miss  my  train 

For  pastime,  as  I  went  to  town. 
On  me  you  smiled,  and  all  beguiled, 

I  counted  on  eight  minutes  yet, 
When  at  the  station  I  arrived 

For  twenty-nine  I  had  to  set! 

Haughty  clock  of  Taylor  Hall, 

I  know  you,  proud  in  your  estate, 
Yet  those  who  trust  you  from  the  west 

Are  quite  invariably  late ; 
Oh,  your  fair  hands,  your  placid  face, 

You  show  that  all  who  look  may  see, 
But  when  we  judge  you  from  the  east 

Some  minutes  early  we  shall  be. 

I  know  you,  clock  of  Taylor  Hall, 

Some  meeker  pupil  you  must  find ; 
Tho'  haughty  be  your  outward  show, 

You're  at  the  beck  of  every  wind. 
Howe'er  it  be,  it  seems  to  me, 

'Tis  only  noble  to  be  true, 
My  little  Waterbury  watch 

Is  worth  some  five  or  six  of  you. 

L.  L.,  '04. 


How  the  Freshman  Got  Her     Merion,  because  she  didn't  want 

Midyear's  to  wor^-     And  sne  ate  tea  anc* 

wafers  and  pickles,  "just  'scru- 
(With  apologies  to  R.  K.)  ciatin'  idle,"  and  when  any  one 

reprimanded      her      she      said 
Long  ago,  in  the  beginning  of      "Fudge!"    (and    then    they    all 
times,    when    Bryn    Mawr    was      came  in  and  stayed  from  g.  g. 
nouveau  riche  (alas  !  the  richesse     grinds  to  the  proctor), 
has  gone  with  the  nouveau)  and  But  one    day,    Oh !    Best  Be- 

every  one  had  only  Finals  to  loved,  the  Junior's  conscience 
work  for,  there  was  a  Freshman  pricked  her  that  she  had  not 
who  lived   on   the   first  floor  of     brought  up  the  Freshman  in  the 
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proper  way,  so  she  said,  "Oh, 
Freshman,  come  out  and  trot  like 
the  rest  of  us." 

[Now  know,  O !  Best  Beloved, 
that  the  Freshman  had  grown 
weary  of  saying  "Fudge"  and 
"Crackey"  (which  was  nuts  to 
the  Sophomores),  and  had  sub- 
stituted for  them  a  collective 
"My  jeers !"] 

"My  jeers!"  said  the  Fresh- 
man, and  the  Junior  went  back 
and  told  the  Dean. 

But  the  Senior  feared  that 
such  behaviour  was  undermining 
the  spirit  of  the  College,  and 
said :  "Oh,  Freshman,  come  out 
and  grind  like  the  rest  of  us !" 

"I'm  no  miller.  My  jeers!" 
and  the  Senior  went  back  and 
told  the  Dean. 

So  they  had  a  solemn  powwow 
about  it  on  the  edge  of  the 
campus.  Just  then  the  great 
trustee  of  all  the  College  came 
whirling  by  in  an  automobile. 

"Oh !  trustee,"  said  the  two, 
there's  a  horrid  Freshman  thing 
in  Merion  that  only  eats  'just 
'scruciatin'  idle,'  and  says  'My 
jeers. 

'"My  jeers!'  does  she?"  said 
the  trustee,  "I'll  'My  jeer'  her." 
So  he  whirled  over  in  his  auto- 
mobile till  he  came  to  the  Fresh- 
man. 

"Freshman,"  said  he,  "they  say 
you  only  eat,  won't  work,  and  say 
'My  jeers.' " 

"My  jeers!"  said  the  Fresh- 
man. 

"My  jeer  yourself!"  cried  the 
trustee,  and  a  big,  lolloping  my 
jeer  grew  right  up  in  front  of 


her.  And  that's  how,  Oh!  Best 
Beloved,  the  Freshman  got  her 
My  jeers,  only  they  call  them 
Mid-years  now;  and  unfortun- 
ately they  grew  so  big  that  now 
they  get  in  the  way  of  every  one 
that  crosses  the  campus. 

C.  L.  C,  '02. 


Freshman  Verses. 

O  wisely  spake  the  learned  sage, 
As  all  good  people  know, 

"Go,  hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star, 
And  scorn  the  roads  below." 

Thus,  years  ago,  we  Freshmen 
all 
Had  chosen  out  the  star 
That  we  would  cast  our  rope 
around : 
The      brightest      one — Bryn 
Mawr. 

So  underneath  the  sky  we  strove, 
As  we  had  watched  it  done ; 

Preliminarily  we  tried 
And  finally  we  won. 

Now  all  pile  in  and  hold  on  tight, 

Our  wagon's  going  to  soar; 
The  coachman,  Patty,  holds  the 
reins, 
And  off  rides  nineteen-four. 
M.  U.,  '04. 


McCarthy's  Wooing. 

"Well,  since  it's  yesilf  that 
asks  it  I  will  stop  in  for  wan  cup 
of  tay — just  wan  cup,  Bridget. 
It's  mesilf's  been  racently 
throubled  with  insominy,  phwat 
is  worse  than  the  cats  for  kaping 
yez  awake  nights.  Be  careful 
and  don't  yez  catch  it,  Bridget. 
Arrah,  but  a  kitchen  is  the  place 
on  a  cowld  dayl    Did  yez  iver 
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know  the  like  of  that  wind? 
Searchin',  is  it?  That's  the  very 
wurrd  McDooley,  the  milk  man, 
says  to  me  the  marnin\  'It's 
searchin','  says  he.  'It's  searchin' 
harrd,  then,'  says  I.  'It  desarves 
to  find  it,'  says  I. 

"Go  long  with  yez  swapin', 
Bridget.  Don't  let  me  be  afther 
delayin'  yez.  I'll  set  and  chat 
with  yez  the  while.  A  frindly 
chat  is  niver  out  of  place,  as  I 
says  to  McDooley  the  marnin'. 
Phwat's  this?  Yez  wants  to 
congratulate  mesilf?  Ah, 
Bridget,  go  long  with  yez  con- 
gratulatings.  It's  af — the  en- 
gagement is  af — al'  over,  I  sez, 
atween  me  and  McCarthy.  An' 
if  iver  there  was  a  black-sowled, 
chicken-haarted,  cross-eyed  gro- 
cer-man! May  the  saints  pickle 
him  in  his  own  presarves ! 

"He  was  the  boy  for  style, 
Bridget,  was  McCarthy.  He 
hurrd  that  the  quality  always 
have  hind  names  for  front  names, 
if  not  vicy  versy,  and  he  painted 
up  on  his  dhure,  McGinniss  Mc- 
Carthy, McGinniss  bein'  his 
mither's  name,  though  Mike  was 
his  own.  Afther    we    was 

engaged,  if  you'll  belave  me, 
Bridget,  he  niver  would  take  me 
fer  a  drive  of  a  Sunday  afther- 
noon  for  fear  folks  would  think 
he  didn't  own  an  automobilly! 
("Well,  I  will  have  one  more  cup 
of  tay,  Bridget.  That's  a  hand- 
some cup ;  it  gives  a  taste  to  the 
tay,  like.) 

"Yis,  I  met  McCarthy  at  the 
Iceman's  ball.  Oh,  I  was  a 
drame  that  night,  al'  in  pay- 
grane,    from   head   to   fut,   and 


McCarthy,  in  his  white  weskit. 
These  dancin'  men  have  their 
fasthinations,  Bridget,  but  for  a 
husband,  give  me  a  solid  polase- 
man! 

"Well,  we  was  engaged  afther 
supper,  and  then  McCarthy  he. 
come  'round  ivery  night,  wid  a 
flower,  or  candy  or  so.  Wan 
evenin'  he  come  with  poethry, 
phwat  he  said  was  all  the  style 
in  Ould  England  to  write  to  the 
gurrls  they  was  engaged  to.  Oh, 
it  was  iligant,  Bridget.  It  was 
al'  about  how  the  mouth  of  me- 
silf was  strawberries,  and  the 
teeth  purrls,  and  mesilf  at  the 
Iceman's  ball  was  a  flower  on  a 
grane  stem,  always  comparin' 
phwat  is  to  phwat  ain't.  He 
wrote  one  of  thim  ivery  Sun- 
day— until  one  Sunday  night — ! 

"McCarthy  he  come  with  a 
flower  in  his  buttinghole,  and  we 
set  down  in  two  chairs,  and  he 
read  me  the  poethry  out  loud. 
This  time  he  says,  "your  cheeks 
is  paches  and  your  eyes  is  fergit- 
me-nots,  and  your  hair  is  roses,' 
sez  he. 

"'Howly  Moses,'  sez  I.  'Do 
yez  insinooate  my  hair  is  red? 
And  that  deadly  insulth  was  the 
end,  Bridget.  (Just  one  little 
drop  in  the  bottom.) 

"  'And  phwat  else  is  goin'  on  ?' 
The  very  wurrds  I  sez  to  McDor- 
ley  the  marnin'.  'Phwat's  goin' 
on?'  sez  I  'I  am,'  sez  he.  'I'm 
late,'  sez  he,  and  off  he  goes. 

"Good-avenin'  to  yez,  Bridget. 
The  saints  presarve  us  al',  but 
don't  let  thim  put  me  and  Mc- 
Carthy in  the  same  jar." 

A.  M.  K. 
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Jimmie. 


Late  one  cold  winter  after- 
noon a  boy  came  around  the 
corner  of  the  house,  climbed  the 
fence  (though  the  gate  stood 
open  a  few  yards  away),  and 
started  to  run  down  the  road. 
Never  would  he  return  to  the 
shame,  the  disgrace  of  that  place. 
That  he,  Jimmie  Scott,  nine  years 
old  only  last  week,  should  be 
spanked  by  his  grandmother  was 
more  than  he  could  endure;  he 
raged  at  the  thought.  But  now 
he  would  be  free.  He  would  run 
away  as  his  great-uncle  Charles 
had  done ;  he  would  go  on  a 
whaling  ship  to  explore  the  Arc- 
tics, like  Nansen ;  or  like  Stanley, 
he  would  penetrate  to  the  heart 
of  Africa.  This  idea  so  filled  his 
mind  for  the  moment  that  it  al- 
most crowded  out  the  remem- 
brance of  his  wrongs,  and  being 
now  at  the  corner,  he  turned  to 
take  a  last  look  at  the  home  of 
his  childhood.  Now  he  decided 
that  after  many  years  when  he 
was  very  famous  he  would  come 


back  again;  he  pictured  to  him- 
self Eddy  Martin  and  Johnny 
Smith  listening  open-mouthed  to 
the  stories  of  his  adventures,  and 
his  grandmother,  crushed  by  re- 
morse because  she  had  driven 
him  from  home,  falling  on  his 
neck,  with  tears,  and  begging  his 
forgiveness;  he  would  give  her 
a  lion's  skin  or  an  elephant's 
tusk,  perhaps,  and  then  she 
would  cry  even  more  over  his 
generosity. 

This  gratifying  picture  was  in- 
terrupted by  Towser,  who  came 
leaping  up,  and  Jimmie  was  just 
about  to  send  him  home  when 
another  idea  occurred  to  him. 
He  thought  he  would  wander  for 
many  days  in  the  frozen  fields 
while  all  the  town  was  searching 
for  him  in  vain,  and  at  last  they 
would  find  him  lying  dead  by  the 
roadside,  the  faithful  hound  lick- 
ing his  cold  hand  and  howling 
dismally.  Poor,  fat,  old  Towser, 
now  jumping  up  on  him  so  joy- 
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ously,  you  little  know  what  grief 
is  in  store  for  you! 

Jimmie  shivered  and  slapped 
his  hands.  He  had  forgotten  to 
bring  his  mittens,  and  there  was 
a  cold  north  wind.  It  blew 
straight  from  the  kitchen  and 
brought  a  smell  of  frying  dough- 
nuts. Jimmie  had  had  no  sup- 
per, and  as  he  sniffed  it  his  love 
for  freedom  and  noble  indigna- 
tion against  his  grandmother 
gradually  grew  faint  and  a  vivid 
longing  for  a  doughnut  sprang 
up  in  its  place;  he  sniffed  and 
shivered  a  moment  longer, 
and  then  decided  he  had  better 
go  back  for  his  mittens. 

F.  W.  C,  '02. 


When    Knighthood    Was    in 
Bloom. 

It  was  a  fresh  May  morning 
when  the  fresh  young  knight  was 
awakened  by  the  tinkling  of  the 
rising  bell  at  the  fresh  hour  of 
6.45  a.  m.  He  sallied  forth,  and 
leaping  lightly  upon  his  fresh 
Arabian  charger,  he  pricked 
along  the  plain.  Meanwhile  he 
carols  blithely,  filled  with  joy  at 
the  beauty  of  the  fresh  English 
background.  Forsooth,  reader, 
his  errand  is  to  free  his  lady 
love,  whom  he  adores  as  few  do 
nowadays.  At  the  entrance  of 
the  fateful  castle  he  chances  upon 
five  other  knights  upon  the  same 
errand  bound.  "Gadzooks,"  he 
cries,  in  accents  wild,  "am  I  to  be 
defrauded  of  my  privileges  by 
these  puny  striplings?  By  the 
hairs  of  my  chin(  mirabule  dictu, 
he   had   none!)    never!"     With 


these  words  he  charged,  and 
brandishing  his  blade,  gleaming 
in  the  fresh  English  sunshine,  he 
slew  them  one  and  all.  Drawing 
his  reeking  sword  from  the 
breast  of  his  last  foe,  he  turns  to 
ope  the  portal.    But  woe! 

There  is  many  a  fall 

Twixt  the  knight  and  the  hall. 

Nemesis  confronts  him,  drag- 
ging by  their  gory  locks  the 
ghosts  of  his  late  assailants. 
With  one  blood-curdling  squawk 
he  turns  upon  his  valiant  heel 
and  betakes  himself  to  flight, 
whilst  Nemesis  a  close  second, 
dogs  his  footsteps.  But  ah !  Little 
recked  Nemesis  that  the  one 
whom  she  pursued  was  the  fore- 
father of  the  champion  sprinter 
in  the  intercollegiate  games. 
Still,  never  would  he  desist,  but 
dogged  the  footsteps  of  that  un- 
happy knight  to  the  grave. 

Methinks,  gentle  reader,  you 
suppose  that  we  have  forgot  the 
maid.  But  no !  Memory  would 
fain  remind  us  of  that  fair  dam- 
sel. Through  the  advancing 
years,  Griselda-like,  she  waited 
the  return  of  her  warrior  bold, 
suffering  patiently.  But  cruel 
time  marred  her  beauty.  Her 
flaxen  locks  waxed  gray,  and, 
looking  into  the  mirror  one  day, 
she  died  of  a  "broken  heart." 

MORAL. 

Howe'er     much     you've     been 
taught     Griselda's     type     to 
praise, 
Remember    her    sad    fate,    dear 
friends,  and  go  your  ways. 
P.  G. 
H.  R.  S.,  1904. 
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Alumnae  Notes. 

On  February  i  the  Bryn  Mawr 
Club  has  its  annual  dinner  at 
the  club  rooms,  138  East  Fortieth 
street,  New  York  City. 

'92. 

Kate  Holliday  Claghorn  has 
been  making  special  investiga- 
tions for  the  U.  S.  Industrial 
Commission  on  the  subject  of 
immigration. 

Annie  Crosby  Emery  has  been 
appointed  Dean  of  the  Woman's 
College  in  Brown  University. 

Elizabeth  Madwell  Carroll  is 
principal  of  the  Arundel  School, 
Baltimore. 

Helen  Bartlett  will  deliver  a 
series  of  three  public  lectures  in 
the  Bradley  Polytechnic  Course 
in  Peoria,  111.  Subject  of  the  lec- 
tures, "The  Arthurian  Legends 
and  Their  Treatment  in  Litera- 
ture." 

Edith  Wetherill  was  married 
to  Mr.  Frederick  Mervin  Ives  on 
November  15,  1900. 

'92. 

Ruth  Emerson's  engagement 
to  an  Englishman,  Mr.  Fletcher, 


whom  she  met  while  studying  at 
the  American  school  in  Athens, 
was  announced  on  Christmas 
Day. 

'94- 
Helen  Rolfe  Hopkins  was 
married  on  October  3,  1900,  to 
Mr.  Hunt  Reynolds  Mayo 
Thorn,  of  Baltimore.  Mr.  Thorn 
is  president  of  the  Baltimore 
Leaf  Tobacco  Company. 

'96. 

Mary  W.  Jewett  sails  on  the 
twenty-third  of  February  for  a 
trip  through  Egypt,  Syria  and 
Turkey. 

Clarissa  Smith's  engagement 
to  Mr.  John  Dey,  of  Syracuse, 
was  announced  during  the 
Christmas  vacation. 

'97- 

Mary  Peckham  has  resigned 
her  position  as  assistant  head 
worker  at  Hartley  House,  New 
York  City,  and  has  returned  to 
her  home  in  Westfield,  N.  J. 

Edith  Laurence  is  tutoring  in 
Miss  Lemngwell's  classes,  New 
York  City.  She  also  does  pri- 
vate tutoring. 
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Mildred  Minturn  is  visiting 
Miss  Donnelly  at  the  Low  Build- 
ings. 

'98. 

Sue  Blake  is  assistant  in 
Physics  at  Smith  College. 

Constance  Robinson  is  taking 
graduate  work  in  the  History  of 
Greek  Art  at  Brown  University. 

Marion  Park,  who  has  been 
studying  under  Dr.  Shorey  at  the 
University  of  Chicago  during  the 
past  winter,  expects  to  sail  for 
Europe  in  April. 

Elizabeth  Towle  is  teaching 
Science  in  the  High  School  at 
Middletown,  Conn. 

Helen  Williams  is  traveling  in 
Europe. 

'99- 
Evetta  Jeffers  is  teaching  at 
All  Saints'  School  in  German- 
town. 


Content  Nichols  has  left  Col- 
lege, where,  before  Christmas, 
she  was  acting  as  English  Reader 
during  Miss  Donnelly's  absence, 
and  has  gone  to  the  Bryn  Mawr 
School  in  Baltimore,  where  she  is 
assisting  with  the  English  Essay 
work. 

Mary  T.  Thurber  is  to  be  mar- 
ried to  Mr.  Henry  S.  Dennison 
on  February  12,  in  the  Unitarian 
Church  at  Plymouth. 

Margaret  Hall  has  been  spend- 
ing a  few  days  at  the  College. 

1900. 

Leslie  Appleton  Knowles  and 
Reta  Levering  have  been  visiting 
the  College. 

Edith  Houghton  is  to  leave 
Johns  Hopkins  Medical  School 
in  March,  and  will  then  go 
abroad. 


PUZZI.E  FOR  FRESHMEN. 

Find  the  girl  who  is  marked  out  for  High  Credit. 


H 
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Abigail. 

Tis  hot  upon  the  village  road, 

No  shade  the  travelers  find, 
The  coach  jogs  onward  with  its 
load, 

The  dust  flies  up  behind. 
No  good  folk  pass  you,  by  the 
way, 

They  shun  the  glare  and  heat, 
And  yet  for  once  on  every  day 

They  throng  the  village  street. 
That's  the  time  that  Abigail 
Comes  to  town  to  get  the  mail. 

Dainty  skirts,  of  azure  hue, 

Swinging  to  and  fro, 
Sparkling  eyes  of  clearest  blue, 

'Neath  a  brow  of  snow, 
Little  feet,  so  small  and  slim, 

Tripping  up  the  street, 
Curls  beneath  a  bonnet  brim, 

Decked  with  ribbons  neat, 
That's  the  way  that  Abigail, 
Comes  to  town  to  get  the  mail. 

First  a  smile  for  little  Sue, 

A  kiss  for  baby  Jane, 
Then  a  nod  for  gran'ther,  too, 

A  leaning  on  his  cane ; 


A  final  look  and  smile  so  sweet, 

A  final  glimpse  of  blue, 
And   she  has   gone  adown  the 
street 
And  disappeared  from  view, 
Then  we  wait  till  Abigail 
Comes  again  to  get  the  mail. 
A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


"  System." 

I  study  tabs  with  all  my  might, 
My  notes    I    cram    the  livelong 

night; 
But  when  the  marks  come  in, 

alas! 
All  that  I  get  is  pass !  pass !  pass ! 

The  girl  who  does  not  cram  like 

me, 
But  wastes  her  time  in  walks  and 

tea; 
She   doesn't  know   enough   for 

merit, 
But,  horrid    thing,    she    gets  a 

credit. 
(With  apologies  to  R.  T.  S.) 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 


M. 
M  stands  for  Merion 
Age  is  its  pride, 

And  its and  its 

wardrobes. 
So  deep  and  so  wide. 

m. 
Immemorial  Merion. 
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N. 
N  is  for  Nelson, 

Commandment's  his  element ; 
Rules  have  no  exceptions, 
With  him,  no  amendment. 

n. 
Dispassionate  Nejson. 


O. 

O  is  the  oral, 

The  way  we  all  go, 
When  you  grow  to  be  Seniors 

You'll  know  what  you'll  know. 
o. 

Outrageous  oral. 


P  is  for  Pembroke, 
Metropolitan  spirited, 

With  style  and  urbanity 
Always  inhabited. 

P- 
Prosperous  Pembroke. 
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46  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


"SOROSIS" 

It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 


$3.50 


ALWAYS 


G.  P.  SNYDER  &  CO. 

1314  Chestnut  Street 


T  TYTtTtttTTTtTTT*  TTTTYTtYTTTTTtTY  rn 
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\\  Ladies'  Tailors 


SCHREIBER    &   KERR 


!t  Gowns 


13S  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET.... 


PHILADELPHIA 


for    Morning    'Wets, 
Walking,    Traveling, 
Yachting,    and    Costumes    for    all        : 
kinds  of    Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas-      jjf 
times     *     JA     J*    «*    J*    J*    J« 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

23  and  27  Worth  nth  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 

Costumers 


iai  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


Furs1 


We  shall  Sell  All 
Our  Furs  at 


Enormous  Reductions 

From  Marten  to  Finest  Russian 
Sables,  in  every  shape,  from  the 
smallest  Collarette  to  the  Carriage 
and  Automobile  Eobes.  Particular 
attention  is  requested  to  the  Fur- 
lined  Cloth  Coats  and  Wraps  for 
Ladies. 

This  is  an  unusual  opportunity  when  the 
superb  quality  and  style  of  our  furs  is  consid- 
ered. 

Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  Chestnut  Street 
•CCCC«C€C€€€CCCC— €<€€€• 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  0/ 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     C"SXKT* 

SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"The Thompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt, inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
XKS8  910  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 

are 
the 
daintiest 

Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen   F.  Whitman  &  Son 

1316  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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Stationery 
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Charles    W*    Leupold 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  In  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

J222  Chestnut  Street 

Philadelphia 


DREKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  Lunches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

\  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 
SE 

Pictures  «*••■ 

Sole  Agents  for  T~^ 

»}"=■■  rrctmes 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  vary  latest  and  moat  beautiful  atylea  in 
ladies'  jawnlry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    ST3, 
PHILADELPHIA 
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Editorial. 

Having  entirely  recovered  from 
the  deep  gloom  that  sits  con- 
stantly upon  one  during  the  two 
weeks  devoted  to  midyears,  but 
still  feeling  feeble-minded  and 
a  little  like  Patsy's  orange, 
which,  though  it  had  been  sucked 
for  two  whole  days,  still  had 
something  in  it,  we  struggle 
forth  with  renewed  vigor  and 
more  cheerful  views  of  life  into 
the  second  semester ;  we  long  for 


change,  and  hilarious  at  the 
release  of  our  pent  up  desires, 
we  look  about  us  for  excitement. 
We  see  a  Philosophical  Club 
and  the  Glee  and  Banjo  concert 
coming,  and  still  are  not  satis- 
fied. Valentine's  day  endeavors 
to  divert  us,  but  proves  too  vexa- 
tious, especially  when  we  en- 
deavor to  construct  a  multitude 
of  witty  quatrains  for  our  loving 
friends  from  a  rhyming  vocabu- 
lary of  four  words — love,  dove, 
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heart  and  dart,  in  which  case, 
longing  to  be  poetical,  we  see 
our  choicest  effusions  thrown 
down  in  scorn,  or,  what  is  worse, 
praised  in  that  feeble  tone  that 
denotes  a  frantic  effort  to  be  po- 
lite. 

But  this  is  an  aside ;  to  go  back 
to  the  subject,  nothing  in  our 
present  life  seems  to  satisfy  the 
curious  longings  of  this  past 
exam,  period.  We  want  some- 
thing really  and  truly  exciting; 
we  are  tired  of  the  hum-drum. 
We  pine  to  escape  the  awful 
solemnity,  the  hideous  dignity 
of  our  surroundings.  We  long 
to  drop  the  mask  of  learnedness 
that  must  ever  conceal  our  true 
features.  We  long  to  get  away 
from  the  wearisome  earnestness 
of  it  all  and  give  a  little 
pirouette,  snap  our  fingers  and 
sing  ha!  ha!  What  a  relief 
if  we  could  be  whole-souledly 
frivolous  for  once !  But  how 
would  it  look?  We  don't  dare 
even  to  breathe  these  desires  to 
our  most  intimate  friends.  Per- 
haps it  is  reaction,  perhaps  in- 
herent weak-mindedness.  I  hope 
it  is  only  a  passing  fancy;  but 
about  this  time  of  the  year  the 
life  that  most  appeals  to  me  is 
that  of  the  heroine  in  the  comic 
opera  world.  There  is  some- 
thing especially  fascinating  in 
the  free  and  careless  way  she 
bounds  out  into  the  street  sing- 
ing three  bars  and  a  half  of  an 
old  English  ballad,  tossing  her 
flaxen  curls,  first  to  the  right 
and  then  to  the  left,  and  kissing 
her  hand  to  the  villagers,  bar- 
maids   and     soldiers    who    are 


drawn  up  in  lines,  waving  their 
pocket-handkerchiefs  and  ex- 
pecting her.  And  they  listen 
patiently,  even  enthusiastically, 
while  she  sings  a  song,  telling 
all  her  troubles,  and  join 
politely  in  a  chorus  of  sympathy, 
and  she,  happy  maiden  that  she 
is,  all  troubles  forgot,  dances 
a  Highland  Fling  up  and  down 
before  them.  I  should  love  to 
wear  inquisitive  little  shoes,  a 
perky  short  skirt  and  a  dainty 
lace  apron,  and  spend  my  whole 
life  in  dancing.  But  one  might 
as  well  ask  for  the  moon,  for  I 
fear  the  mask  of  dignity,  wis- 
dom and  earnestness  is  set,  and 
must  be  worn  to  eternity. 


Contributors  to  the  Lantern 
are  notified  that  the  ultimate 
date  for  sending  in  their  MSS. 
is  February  28. 


More  Voices  from  Below. 

"Sh— "  hissed  Peter  the 
Great. 

Nero  dropped  his  fiddle  and 
ran  to  hide  behind  the  door. 

"What's  the  matter?"  asked 
Peter  the  Great. 

"Oh!  come  in,"  said  Nero. 
"You  frightened  me  nearly  to 
death.  I  thought  you  were  the 
proctor. 

"Where's  his  Satanic  ma- 
jesty?" whispered  Peter  the 
Great. 
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"Gone  to  examine  another  ap- 
plicant for  admission,"  said 
Nero.  "I  tell  him  his  require- 
ments are  too  easy.  Where'll 
we  be  in  another  century  or  two, 
I'd  like  to  know,  if  this  crowding 
keeps  up?  Hades  is  getting  al- 
together too  popular  with  the 
masses.  Do  you  want  Satan? 
I'll  go  and  get  him  if  you  wish." 

Peter  the  Great  looked 
alarmed.  "My  dear  fellow,  I 
wouldn't  have  you  trouble  your- 
self so  for  worlds,"  he  mur- 
mured. "Have  you  seen  Queen 
Elizabeth  lately?" 

"If  I'm  not  mistaken,  Queen 
Elizabeth  has  just  had  the  one 
remaining  member  of  her  Sun- 
day-school class  beheaded  for 
knowing  too  much,"  said  Nero, 
"and  is  now  starting  out  for  a 
walk.  Here  she  comes.  But 
heavens !  How  rash  she  is ! 
Short  skirt  and  no  hat  on  Sun- 
day morning.  And  what  are 
those  things  over  her  shoulder?" 

Peter  the  Great  turned  pale. 
"Hush,"  he  said,  "or  Luther  and 
Wesley  will  hear  you.  Queen 
Elizabeth  and  I  are  going  skat- 
ing." 

"Skating  on  Sunday?"  mur- 
mured Nero,  reproachfully,  but 
Peter  the  Great  and  Elizabeth 
had  vanished. 

"Hello,  Emperor,"  said  a  loud 
voice. 

"Ah,  that  you,  Munchausen? 
Been  having  any  more  adven- 
tures lately  ?"  asked  Nero. 

"Adventures !"  said  Mun- 
chausen. "Well,  I  should  say 
so.     That  automobile  is  a  per- 


fect wonder  for  carrying  me  into 
new  adventures.  Just  about  two 
weeks  ago  I  started  out  for  a 
ride—" 

"My  dear  baron,  you  are  look- 
ing tired.  Hadn't  you  better  go 
and  rest  a  while?"  interrupted 
Nero,  hastily. 

"By  no  means,  thanks,"  said 
Munchausen.  "I'm  going  to  tell 
you  all  about  my  latest  adven- 
ture." 

"Well,  if  we're  to  talk,"  said 
Nero,  "let's  go  to  the  proper 
place  for  it." 

"Where's  that?"  asked  Mun- 
chausen. 

"Why,  the  library,  of  course," 
said  Nero. 

"And  now  for  the  adventure," 
said  Munchausen,  when  they 
had  settled  themselves  in  the 
library.  "The  fact  is  that 
Shakespeare,  who  is  jealous  of 
my  reputation,  as  you  know,  laid 
a  wager  with  me  that  I  wouldn't 
be  able,  after  absorbing  a  pint  of 
chloroform,  to  control  my  auto- 
mobile. 'Nothing  easier,  my 
dear  Shakespeare,'  said  I,  and 
having  drunk  off  the  pint  in  a 
twinkling,  I  got  into  my  auto- 
mobile and  started  off.  Before 
long  a  numbness  stole  upon  me, 
and  my  senses  refused  to  per- 
form their  offices.  In  short,  I 
conclude  that  the  chloroform 
must  have  affected  my  head, 
which  I  had  until  then  believed 
proof  against  anything.  The 
state  of  unconsciousness  into 
which  I  had  insensibly  sunk,  and 
which,  judging  from  the  ex- 
cessive keenness  of  my  appetite 
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on  awakening,  must  have  lasted 
a  week  or  more,  was  terminated 
abruptly  by  my  automobile's 
falling  precipitately  up  a  steep 
cliff  and  landing  me  in  the  very 
midst  of  what  I  soon  perceived 
to  be  an  immense  battlefield  on 
which  a  tremendous  fight  was  at 
that  moment  raging.  The  com- 
batants were  of  the  most  as- 
tounding character,  being 
neither  more  nor  less  than 
young  maidens  on  the  one  side 
and  small  sheets  of  printed 
paper  on  the  other.  What 
fatal  quality  these  sheets  of 
paper  possessed,  it  was  beyond 
my  power  to  discover;  but  I  ob- 
served that  in  almost  every 
struggle  they  were  the  victors. 
When  I  perceived  the  field 
strewn  with  conquered  maidens, 
piteously  moaning,  a  tempest  of 
wrath  shook  my  chivalrous 
frame.  'What!'  cried  I,  'shall 
these  lovely  creatures  be  thus 
destroyed  when  Munchausen  is 
by  to  succor?  No,  by  heaven!' 
and  dragging  off,  with  great 
presence  of  mind,  my  excellent 
rain-coat,  which  is  made  entirely, 
as  you  know,  of  books  so  in- 
curably dry  that  no  drop  of 
moisture  could  possibly  affect 
them,  I  laid  about  me  to  such 
good  purpose  that  in  a  moment 
the  battlefield  had  become  the 
most  peaceful  place  in  the 
world.  Each  maiden  had  pos- 
sessed herself  of  a  piece  of  my 
coat,  and  was  diligently  perusing 
it  while  the  sheets  of  paper  lay 
quietly  on  the  ground,  all  their 
power  to  do  injury  gone  out  of 


them.     Having    a    curiosity  re- 
garding these  ill-natured  papers, 
I  picked  one  up  and  read  : 
"  'Bryn  Mawr  College, 
Midyear  Examination,  1901/ 
"  'Here,'  thought  I,  'is  a  great 
mystery,'  and    I    was    about  to 
read  further,  when  my  automo- 
bile showed  an  intention  to  de- 
part at  that  moment,  and  I  was 
forced    to    resume    my    travels. 
And  there,  Emperor,  you  have 
an  adventure  worthy  of  the  great 
Munchausen." 

Nero's  face  wore  a  wistful  ex- 
pression. "What  a  great  thing 
Progress  is !"  he  sighed.  "Now, 
if  I  had  just  had  some  of  those 
little  sheets  of  paper  to  amuse 
myself  with  when  I  was  Em- 
peror of  Rome!  Racks  and 
stakes  and  wild  beasts  are  pretty 
mild  forms  of  torture  compared 
to  them,  I  take  it.  But  come 
along  with  me  to  the  office, 
Baron.  I  want  to  find  out 
whether  I've  passed  off  that  old 
condition  of  mine  in  amia- 
bility." 

S.  M.,  '02. 


High  Lights  of  Pol.  Econ. 

Gramperou's    grasses    grow    in 
groups, 
(Sing  Pol.  Econ.  and  red-inky 
clothes)  ; 
She  sat  and  simpered  a  sickly 

smile, 
As  she  watched  the  tabs  grow 
mile  by  mile — 
A  tear  rolled  down  her  nose. 
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A  plain  environment  raises  cows,  The  equatorial  forest  belt, 

(Sing      Pol.      Econ.      and —  (Sing  Pol.  Econ.  and  a  puz- 

flunked  again ! ) ,  zled  maid  ) , 

Pithecanthropus  had  no  spouse,  Produces  "small  game"  that  may 

A    feudal    economy's    given    to  be  felt, 

rows;  While   other   fauna  inhabit  the 

She'd  never  remember  it — that  velt, 

was  plain.  Happy  ones  who  in  it  stayed ! 


There  are  customs  strange  in  the 
Arctic  zone, 
(Sing  Pol.  Econ.  in  a  chilly 

gym.), 

When  a  man  no  longer  can  stuff 

alone 
His  wife,  with  blubber  and  many 
a  groan, 
Will  fill  him  to  the  brim. 

E.  D.  W.,  '02. 


Cupid  (encouraged  by  apparent  success  at  first,  discovers  his  mis- 
take)— O  Venus!  another  arrow  wasted. 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 
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The  Founders'  Lecture. 

On  Thursday  evening,  Febru- 
ary 14,  Mr.  James  Wood  de- 
livered the  first  Founders'  Lec- 
ture of  the  present  college  year. 

Mr.  Wood  opened  by  explain- 
ing that  it  is  the  desire  of  the 
Trustees  of  Bryn  Mawr  that  at 
least  one  lecture  a  year  be  de- 
livered before  the  students  of  the 
College  on  the  subject  of 
Quakerism.  This  is  done,  not 
with  any  idea  of  influencing  the 
students,  but  in  order  that  those 
interested  in  the  subject  may 
understand  the  principles  of  the 
sect  that  founded  the  College. 

Mr.  Wood  then  proceeded  to 
set  forth  Quaker  principles  of 
church  government.  The  funda- 
mental principle,  he  said,  is 
equality,  carried  to  a  degree 
unimagined  elsewhere.  Before 
the  French  adopted  Liberty, 
Equality,  Fraternity  as  their 
motto,  the  Quakers  had  put  the 
idea  into  practice — liberty  in 
work  in  service,  equality  in  a 
man's  relation  to  other  men, 
and  fraternity  in  God. 

The  extent  to  which  the  prin- 
ciple of  equality  is  carried  out 
is  shown  in  the  position  of 
woman  in  the  Quaker  church. 
A  woman  does  not  differ  from  a 
man  in  the  eyes  of  God.  "There 
is  neither  male  nor  female  in 
Christ  Jesus,"  therefore  among 
the  Quakers  she  does  not 
differ  in  her  position  in  the 
church — her  words  are  treated 
with  equal  consideration,  her 
position  is  of  equal  importance. 
There  is  no  idea  of  male  supe- 
riority. 


The  idea  of  equality  is  shown 
in  the  organization  of  the 
Quaker  church.  All  men  stand 
on  the  same  plane,  all  have 
equal  authority  in  all  matters. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as 
priestly  authority.  Though  some 
men,  who  are  given  the  title  of 
elders,  may  have  gifts  superior 
to  others,  and  are  consequently 
deserving  of  more  consideration, 
yet  all  stand  on  the  same  plane 
before  God.  There  is  no  divi- 
sion into  clergy  and  laity.  Legis- 
lative authority  lies  in  the  con- 
gregation at  large,  and  the 
highest  authority  rests  with  the 
Annual  Highest  Assembly,  con- 
sisting of  the  whole  body  of  the 
church. 

In  this  Highest  Assembly 
matters  are  decided  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner:  A  "clerk"  is 
chosen,  a  man  possessed  of  dis- 
crimination, who  has  the  confi- 
dence of  the  congregation. 
Christ  is  the  only  recognized 
head  of  the  church,  therefore 
everything  is  placed  in  His 
hands.  The  members  of  the  con- 
gregation entrust  themselves  to 
Him,  and  to  His  inspiration. 

When  a  member  feels  inspired 
to  speak,  he  gives  his  opinion. 
The  clerk  must  consider  what  is 
said  in  all  its  aspects,  together 
with  all  the  circumstances  of  its 
utterance,  and  be  able  thus  to 
interpret  the  will  of  the  Lord. 
There  is  no  appeal.  Thus, 
Quakerism  is  a  theocracy; 
Quakerism  is  a  pure  democ- 
racy. 
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Book   Notice. 

A  circle  of  five  choice  spirits, 
exclusively  devoted  to  the  cult 
of  culture  (pronounced  "cult- 
chah")  have  recently  been  mak- 
ing a  profound  analytical  and 
comparative  study  of  Mr.  Rich- 
ard le  Gallienne,  Mr.  Swinburne, 
Ioto,  Aubrey  Beardsley  and  the 
pre-Raphaelites.  As  a  result 
of  these  researches  they  purpose 
to  compile  an  entirely  new  aes- 
thetic Romance,  which,  if  the 
public  approve,  shall  appear 
serially  in  the  Philistine. 
While  this  Romance  occupies  the 
pages  of  the  above-mentioned 
periodical,  the  five  gifted  and 
cultured  authors  will  insist  on 
having  the  name  of  the  sheet 
changed  to  The  Green  Book, 
or,  if  that  savors  crudely  of 
Mr.  Andrew  Lang,  to  Verdure, 
or  Creme  de  Menthe. 

The  plan  of  the  novel  is  as  fol- 
lows: 
The  Search  for  the  Flower- 

Circe. 

A  Book 

In  Three  Cries. 

Cry  I. 
Sola-Flora. 

The  book  opens  with  the 
meeting  of  Viviano  des  Man- 
chons,  with  Sola-Flora.  Her 
hair  is  red-gold — the  gold  of 
the  petals  of  the  sun-flower. 
Her  eyes  are  tawny ;  she  is  tall 
and  lissome.  Viviano  loves  her, 
and  she — ah,  her  soul  follows  his 
as  the  sun-flower  follows  the 
sun!  (Sec  Mr.  Swinburne's 
Later  Poems  and  Ballads, 
p.  60.)     But  life  is  too  cold  for 


Sola-Flora;  she  droops  like  a 
tropic  plant,  her  golden  hair  loses 
its  lustre,  and  she  pines  away. 
Viviano's  transcendent  adoration 
hangs  about  her  like  the  preserv- 
ing atmosphere  of  spices  and 
faint  flowers,  but  all  of  no  avail ; 
she  dies.  He  buries  her  in  the 
garden  of  their  Italian  villa, 
and  plants  a  sun-flower  over  her 
grave.  His  heart  breaks,  and  as 
it  does  so  he  breathes  these 
heavenly  lines : 
"Thy  gold  was  never  gold,  but 

gilded ; 
Would   that   our   tower   of  love 

had  ne'er  been  builded — 
Flower  of  the  sun !" 

Cry  II. 
Aqua-Lilia. 
Viviano  des  Manchons  travels 
in  order  to  forget.  One  day,  as 
he  stands  like  a  Narcissus  on  the 
marge  of  a  suburban  pool,  he  sees 
on  the  opposite  shore  her  whom 
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the  gods  call  Aqua-Lilia.  He 
cries  aloud,  "The  Flower- 
Circe!"  and  falls  into  the  pond. 
Aqua-Lilia  drags  him  forth,  and 
he  recovers,  only  to  fall  at  her 
feet  and  weep.  No  wonder  that 
he  christens  her  "Aqua-Lilia." 
Her  golden  hair  floats  about  a 
face  whose  winsome  fairness  is 
the  silvery  pallor  of  the  petals 
of  a  waxen  water-lily.  She  wears 
green  robes,  girdled  with  gold. 


W* 


It  seems  that  he  has  been  the 
idol  of  her  dreams,  and  they  feel 
that  their  souls  are  twinned 
forever;  yet,  as  he  looks  upon 
her,  he  feels  that  she  will  ulti- 
mately die.  {See  Quest  of  the 
G.  G.,  p.  65.) 

They  wander  through  the 
world  together,  hand  in  hand. 
To  please  him  she  drenches  her 


yellow  hair  with  water-lily  per- 
fume, and  always  wears  a  water- 
lily  on  her  brow,  its  lithe  green 
stem  twisted  like  a  beautiful 
snake  through  her  glistening 
coils. 

Hideous  to  relate,  this  enervat- 
ing atmosphere  of  strange  odors 
drives  her  to  gradual  madness. 
Too  long,  ah,  too  long  did  the 
moon  gaze  upon  her  slumbering 
infancy!  She  thinks  she  is 
indeed  a  water-lily,  and  one 
evening  flings  herself  into  the 
pool  where  they  first  met.  Poor 
decadent  Ophelia,  she  spreads 
her  green  robes  like  a  lily- 
pad,  and  tries  to  float,  but  sinks 
— sinks,  dragged  to  her  death 
by  lily  stems.  Viviano,  fixed 
with  terror  and  anguish  on  the 
bank,  draws  forth  his  ivory  and 
old-gold  tablets,  and  inscribes 
the  following  divine  stanzas : 

"O  Aqua-Lilia,  thine  eyes 

Are  like  dove's  eyes,  soul- 
sweet  and  soft; 

Turn  thy  slim  neck  in  dove's  sur- 
prise, 

While  yet  the  song  of  love's 
doves  dies, 

In  bluest  depths  of  waning  skies 
Aloft ! 

"O  Aqua-Lilia,  thy  soul 
Is  wrapt  in  water  green  and  still ; 
Has  thou  attained  the  ultra-goal  ? 
So  sleep  thou  e'er  through  wail 

and  dole ! 
The   heavy    waters    round    thee 

roll, 

Until—" 
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Cry  III. 

Orchidia. 

It  is  in  France  that  Viviano 
meets  Orchidia.  She  is  strange, 
mystic,  exotic,  pale,  with  soft 
magenta  tints,  and  yellow  eyes. 
Her  hair  is  lifted  by  an  un- 
known wind;  she  wears  dra- 
peries of  amethyst  and  dull 
scarlet,  and  always  carries  in  one 
hand  a  faded  orchid. 

Orchidia  never  eats.  At  first 
this  troubles  Viviano,  but  he 
grows  used  to  it.  Also  she  loves 
to  swing  in  a  hammock  of 
woven  aromatic  herbs,  suspended 
high,  like  a  weird  Eastern 
bloom  in  a  hanging-basket. 
Viviano,  who  thinks  her  the 
true  Flower-Circe,  inscribes  to 
her  the  following  divine  verses : 


Orchidia. 


Like 


a    marble    shaft    my    lady 

stands 
In  a  mouldy  garden,  dank  and 

green ; 
And  her  slim  white  feet  in  the 

mosses  gleam, 


Like  twin  birds  brooding  on  the 

sands. 
There  are  orchids,  orchids,  in  her 

hands — 
"Mon  Dieu !  I  am  dead  with  the 

incense  blow ; 
Could  she  bend  to  my  brow  with 

her  lips  of  snow, 
Brush  my  cheeks  with  her  hair, 

that  the  hot  wind  fans ! 

There  are  orchids,  orchids  in  her 

hands." 

i 

The  end  of  the  story  is  ter- 
rible. She  is  an  aerial  Vampire, 
existing  solely  on  oxygen.  One 
evening  after  dinner  she  rapidly 
consumes  the  oxygen  in 
Viviano's  smoking-room,  and  he 
dies  while  drinking  his  Char- 
treuse and  tinkling  an  antique 
Venetian  lute.  Strange  melange 
of  the  material  and  the  ideal ! 
That  necessarily  ends  the  tale. 
The  problem  is,  who  was  really 
the  Flower-Circe?  And  if  so, 
why   not  ? 

E.  T.  D. 
M.  P. 

Prospective  authors,  C.  S.  D., 
A.  E.  W.,  K.  L.,  M.  P.,  E.  T.  D. 
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Philosophical  Club. 

On  the  evening  of  Friday, 
February  15,  Professor  Edmund 
B.  Delabarre,  of  Brown  Uni- 
versity, addressed  the  members 
of  the  Philosophical  Club  on  the 
question,  "Is  a  Causally  Deter- 
mined Will  Morally  Unfree?" 
Professor  Delabarre  said  there 
are  two  answers  to  this  question. 
In  the  popular  opinion,  the  will 
is  free ;  we  have  always  the 
possibility  of  choice  between 
right  and  wrong  before  us.  On 
the  other  hand,  scientific  men, 
and  notably  psychologists,  main- 
tain that  the  will  is  bound  by 
rigid  laws,  but  is  yet  morally 
valid.  On  this  theory  there  is  no 
choice  between  two  possible 
courses  of  action,  since  at  a 
given  moment,  in  given  circum- 
stances, and  with  a  given 
psychical  content,  there  can  be 
but  one  result.  It  is  of  course, 
granted  that  in  another  mood  a 
man  could  have  made  another 
choice.  Thus  the  action  is  de- 
termined by  the  feelings  of  the 
moment,  the  causes  of  which 
lie  too  deep  to  be  generally  reck- 
oned with. 

Professor  Delabarre  went  on 
to  say  that  determination  is  not 
opposed  to  the  moral  law,  but  is 
ethically  harmless.  In  fact, 
man  has  a  foreknowledge  of  re- 
sults which  prevent  his  being  a 
mere  machine.  Experience 
teaches  man  that  following  the 
good  will  lead  him  to  the  great- 
est happiness ;  that  ultimately 
the  pleasures  of  sense  will  pall. 
Professor  Delabarre  quotes 
Huxley  on  this  point  as  saying 


that  we  must  obey  the  whole  law, 
physical  and  moral,  under  penal- 
ties. Obviously  we  wish  to  ob- 
tain the  greatest  good,  and  this 
we  can  only  do  by  following  the 
morally  right,  and  here  we  see 
the  identity  of  altruism  and  the 
higher  egoism,  for  by  benefiting 
others  we  obtain  the  highest  ad- 
vantage for  ourselves. 

There  are,  however,  apparent 
exceptions  to  the  rule  that  a 
morally  pure  life  is  the  happiest, 
and  these  arise  from  three 
causes :  Either  we  do  not  obey 
the  whole  law,  or  we  let  the  in- 
terests of  self  and  of  the  whole 
conflict,  or  else  we  take  a  com- 
mercial standard  of  success  and 
reckon  happiness  by  dollars. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  if  the  will 
were  free,  the  moral  law  could 
not  hold  good,  for  since  action  is 
not  bound  at  all,  but  is  subject 
to  mere  caprice,  the  individual 
cannot  be  held  responsible.  Thus 
there  is  no  room  for  justice  in 
free  will,  while  in  the  opposite 
case  there  is  freedom  to  develop 
our  own  character  more  and 
more  perfectly. 

In  regard  to  education,  it  was 
said  that  the  child,  a  very  incom- 
plete machine,  can  be  taught  to 
become  more  perfect.  If  the  de- 
lights of  self-sacrifice,  and  if  self- 
seeking  be  made  desirable,  the 
will,  though  determined,  will 
learn  to  follow  the  moral  law. 

Thus  it  was  shown  how  the 
doctrine  of  determinism  is  a 
basis  for  both  ethics  and  educa- 
tion, while  the  main  objection 
to  it,  on  the  ethical  side,  is 
wholly  invalid. 
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Examination  Memories. 
I. 

Though  "early  to  bed  and  early 
to  rise, 

Makes  a  man  healthy,  and 
wealthy,  and  wise," 

I  very  much  doubt  if  down  here 
at  college, 

An  early  good-night  is  con- 
ducive to  knowledge ; 

For  what  hours  teach  us  to  pluck 
an  H.  C, 

Unless  it  be  those  'twixt  eleven 
and  three? 

II. 
i  I  shot  at  a  mark 

But  I  did  not  aim  true, 


For  I  am  no  shark 

In  hitting  a  mark, 

And  was  quite  in  the  dark 

As  to  what  I  could  do. 
I  shot  at  a  mark, 

But  I  did  not  aim  true. 


2  I  hoped  when  I  shot 

That  I'd  go  more  than  past, 
That  critical  spot, 
Beyond  which  I'd  shot — 
But  just  "passed"  I  got, 

And  I  was  outclassed, 
Though  I  hoped  when  I  shot 

That  I'd  go  more  than  past. 


E.  D.  F.,  '03. 


(With  apologies  to  Gus  Dirks.) 

The  highly  privileged  Dalton  Frog — Gee,  is  there  anything 
grander  than  to  have  the  furtherance  of  scientific  research  for  the 
aim  and  end  of  one's  life ! 
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A  Dolly  Dialogue. 

"Lady  Mickleham,  there  is 
something  which  marks  you  as  a 
typical  Bryn  Mawr  girl,"  I  told 
Dolly  one  afternoon.  I  found 
her  among  the  cushions  of  the 
divan,  reading  back  numbers  of 
the  Philistine,  bound  in  laven- 
dar,  to  match  her  gown.  She  had 
asked  me  to  a  Bryn  Mawr  tea, 
to  revive  old  memories.  Perhaps 
I  have  not  mentioned  that  it  was 
a  Bryn  Mawr  tea,  at  which  I 
first  met  Lady  Mickleham. 

"Is  it  my  clothes?"  she  asked 
in  reply  to  my  remark,  glancing 
anxiously  in   the  long  mirror. 

"Not  at  all,"  I  said,  decidedly. 

"Is  it  my  exclusiveness  ?"  de- 
manded Dolly. 

"Let's  hang  out  an  engaged 
sign,"  I  suggested. 

"Will  you  have  lemon  or 
cream,  Mr.  Carter?"  asked  Lady 
Mickleham,  pretending  not  to 
have  heard.  "Remember  there 
never  is  any  cream.  That  is  the 
first  principle  of  Bryn  Mawr  eti- 
quette." 

I  sipped  my  tea  from  a  cup 
which  had  only  recently  made 
the  acquaintance  of  its  saucer. 
Dolly  always  had  a  careful  eye 
for  detail. 

"You  do  not  appear  curious 
about  your  distinctive  Bryn 
Mawr  characteristic,"  I  said, 
presently. 

"I  am  not  in  the  least/'  re- 
plied Dolly,  promptly  "Is  it  my 
intellect?"  she  asked,  visibly 
brightening. 

"You  have  not  the  Bryn 
Mawr  intellect,"  I  parried,  rather 
neatly.  "You  know  how  to  dis- 
sect human  hearts,  not  rabbits', 
Lady  Mickleham.    I  could  never 


imagine  you  at  a  general  English 
quiz." 

"I  learned  my  repartee  there," 
said  Dolly.  "I  know  it  is  some- 
thing queer  about  me,"  she  went 
on,  presently.  "I  really  wish 
you  would  tell  me."  She  gave 
me  a  glance  from  under  her  eye- 
lashes which  revived  old  mem- 
ories more  poignantly  than  the 
tea  did. 

"It  is  something  queer  about 
you,"  I  said.  "You  are  totally 
unlike  anyone  else." 

"Oh!  is  that  all?"  said  Dolly. 
"Why,  you  told  me  that  the  first 
time  you  saw  me — at  that  Bryn 
Mawr  tea,  in  fact.  The  critics 
are  right,  Mr.  Carter.  They  say 
you  have  talked  so  much,  that 
now  you  are  starting  in  to  repeat 
from  the  beginning." 

"You  have  a  good  memory," 
I  murmured. 

"Have  a  cup  of  tea,  Mr.  Car- 
ter?" she  said,  severely. 

"You  accompanied  that  ques- 
tion with  a  smile  the  first  time 
you  put  it  to  me.  Then  you 
asked  me  to  the  next  college 
reception." 

"You  have  a  good  memory," 
said  Lady  Mickleham,  mali- 
ciously. 

"I  have  nothing  else,"  I  re- 
minded her. 

We  set  down  our  tea-cups, 
and  Dolly  regarded  them  sadly. 

"At  that  other  tea,"  she  said, 
"I  washed  all  the  dishes  myself 
after  you  left,  and  it  took  me  so 
long  that  I  was  locked  out  of 
dinner.  I  think  I  will  stop 
having  a  Bryn  Mawr  tea,  and  let 
Bridget  do  the  rest.  What  is  the 
use  in  reviving  old  memories, 
anyway  ?" 

"There  isn't  any,"  I  said. 
A.  K,  '03. 
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Miss  Thomas  replied  to  one  of 
the  toasts  at  the  Bryn  Mawr 
Club's  annual  dinner  in  the 
Club-rooms,  138  East  Fortieth 
street,  New  York  City,  on  the 
first  of  February. 

The  Academic  Committee, 
consisting-  of  Miss  Dora  Keen, 
Miss  Louise  Sheffield  Brownell, 
Miss  Annie  Crosby  Emery,  Miss 
Edith  Hamilton,  Miss  Jane 
Louise  Brownell,  Miss  Mary 
Taylor  Mason,  Miss  Alice  Bache 
Gould  and  Miss  Susan  Grimes 
Walker  took  luncheon  in  Pem- 
broke, on  Friday,  February  15. 
At  three  o'clock  on  the  same 
afternoon  Miss  Martha  Thomas 
and  Miss  Keen  gave  a  tea  for 
the  committee  in  Pembroke  East, 
and  invited  the  Senior  Class  to 
meet  them. 

'97- 
The  following  members  of  the 
Class  of  '97  expect  to  spend 
Washington's  Birthday  at  the 
College,  and  be  here  for  the 
Alumnae  Association  meeting  on 
the  twenty-third  of  February : 
Mary  Campbell,  Edith  Law- 
rence, Gertrude  Frost,  Alice 
Jones,  Susan  Fowler,  Elizabeth 
Higginson  and  Marion  Taber. 
Lisa  Bowman,  of  '96,  will  also 
be  here. 


99- 

Emma  Guffey  sails  on  the 
steamship  "China"  for  Yoko- 
hama, on  April  17.  She  expects 
to  be  in  Japan  about  a  year. 

Sylvia  Scudder  is  back  at  Col- 
lege taking  a  course  in  German. 

Mary  T.  Thurber  was  married 
to  Mr.  Henry  S.  Dennison,  a 
Harvard  '99  man,  in  the  First 
Unitarian  Church  of  Plymouth, 
on  February  12,  1901.  The 
bride's  sister  was  maid  of  honor, 
and  May  Southgate,  of  '01,  was 
one  of  the  four  bridesmaids.  A 
reception  followed  the  ceremony, 
at  which  the  following  alumnae 
were  present:  Bertha  Wood, 
'98,  and  Margaret  Hall,  Laura 
Peckham,  Ethel  Levering  and 
Helen  Allen,  all  of  '99.  Mrs. 
Dennison  will  be  at  home  in 
South  Framingham  after  the 
first  of  May. 

1900. 

Fannie  B.  Wehle  has  an- 
nounced her  engagement  to  Mr. 
Karel  H.  de  Haas,  of  Rotter- 
dam. 

Louise  Congdon  and  Mar- 
garetta  Morris  are  editing  a 
book  of  Bryn  Mawr  stories, 
which  is  expected  to  appear  to- 
wards the  end  of  March. 

Cornelia  Halsey  has  been  visit- 
ing Helen  McCoy  in  Bryn 
Mawr. 
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Grace  Campbell  and  Louise 
Congdon  roomed  together  at 
Bryn  Mawr  from  the  fifteenth 
to  the  seventeenth.  Louise 
Congdon  has  just  returned  from 
St.  Louis,  where  she  has  been 
visiting  Edna  Fischel. 

Eleanor  Anderson  is  taking  a 


course  in  "plain  cooking"  at  the 
New  York  Cooking  School. 

Helen  J.  McKeen  spent  a  few 
days  at  the  College  last  week. 

Gertrude  Smythe,  '01,  has  just 
announced  her  engagement  to 
Mr.  Buhl,  of  Chicago. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 

Q. 

Q  stands  for  quiz, 
Do  you  know  what  that  is? 
The  quibbling,  the  quaking, 
The  breaks  we  are  making? 

q- 

Querulous  quiz! 

R. 
R  is  for  Radnor, 

With  ivy-hung  tower, 
Where  brain-work  and  tea 
Help  to  speed  the  slow  hour, 
r. 
Regenerate  Radnor. 
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S  is  the  stable 

We  never  have  seen, 
Where  somehow  subsist 
The  'bus  and  the  team. 

s. 
Mysterious  stable. 


T. 
T  is  for  Taylor, 

So  awfully  tall ; 
It  rises  and  towers 
The  centre  of  all. 
t. 
Dignified   Taylor ! 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


"SOROSIS" 

It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 


^44ti4i44444 1  i '  i '  Hi '_  i .'_'_'_"  t  i ' '_ ' ' ' '  " ' ' "_ ' ' '_ '  * '  ' 
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SCHREIBER    &   KERR 
Ladies'  "Callers     i 

=__ ____-_-_-____- 1  n^lftllC  Morning     Wear, 

I  UVWI1*    Walking,    Traveling, 

<.  135  SOUTH  Yachting,    and    Costumes    for     all 

<§f  ELEVENTH      I  kinds  of    Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 


Y  Y  Y  T  Y  T  TTrf 


I  STREET.... 

PHI  LA  DELPHI  A 
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M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 


Manufacturers 
of 


ShOC  Specialties 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  13th.  St.,  Philadelphia 

VAN  HORN  &  SON 


I2i  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Gostuniers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


We  shall  Sell  All 
Our  Furs  at 

Enormous  Reductions 

From  Marten  to  Finest  Russian 
Sables,  in  every  shape,  from  the 
smallest  Collarette  to  the  Carriage 
and  Automobile  Bobes.  Particular 
attention  is  requested  to  the  Fur- 
lined  Cloth  Coats  and  "Wraps  for 
Ladies. 

This  is  an  unusual  opportunity  when  the 
superb  quality  and  style  of  our  furs  is  consid- 
eied. 

Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  Chestnut  Street 
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"The  Ritten- 
bousc" 

A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 
Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc,  upon  request     0wSS3SS"" 

SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"The Thompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


#45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt.inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
RSKpSS1  Qio  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

1316  Chkstnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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Books  -*- 
Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  Lunches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leopold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures  ™*~ 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  moat  beautiful  style*  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

i  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Fur  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


Sa£.     H.    RHMSEY 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


1223  Chestnut  SI 

»   ,—  a 

Ladies' 
Hair  Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOTJ  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRIGKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


AT 

POPULAR 

PRICES 


Attractive 
Wall  Papers 

A.  L.  D1AMENT  <£  CO. 

JS24  CHESTNUT  STREET,  PHILA.,  PA. 


OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.  All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN   MAWR,    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satistaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing1  Company- 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J>  Jp  Jp  J* 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 


In  Effect  November  26,  1900. 


Philadelphia  to  Bryn  Mawr. 


Bryn  Mawr  to  Philadelphia. 


A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

A.M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

|12  01 

8  45 

12  15 

*3  40 

*5  42 

9  15 

6  18 

8  48 

12  18 

4  18 

7  18 

10  48 

6  00 

9  45 

*12  40 

3  45 

5  45 

9  45 

6  48 

*9  08 

12  48 

4  48 

*7  30 

11  18 

6  15 

10  15 

12  45 

*4  12 

*6  13 

10  15 

7  18 

9  18 

1  18 

*5  12 

7  48 

11  48 

6  35 

10  45 

1  15 

4  15 

6  15 

10  45 

*7  40 

*9  38 

1  48 

5  18 

8  18 

6  45 

11  45 

1  45 

*4  42 

6  45 

*L1  29 

7  48 

9  48 

2  18 

5  48 

8  48 

7  15 

2  15 

4  45 

7  15 

11  30 

*8  10 

10  18 

2  48 

6  18 
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♦Express  Trains. 


fDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  ToilfS 

The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  addreis  Geo.  W.  BOYD, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,   Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

When  every  tongue  is  agile 
over  tacks  and  the  fire,  so  that 
not  even  a  Freshman  can  tear 
herself  away  from  these  entranc- 
ing suhjects  long  enough  to  ask 
that  at  other  times  oft  heard 
question,  "Have  you  done  your 
English  reading  for  this  week 
yet  ?"  and  when  the  PHILISTINE'S 
leaves  still  palpitate  at  the  mem- 
ory of  the  recent  narrow  escape 
of  one  of  its  last  numbers  from  a 


fiery  grave,  so  that  from  grati- 
tude it  pines  to  bring  down  its 
noble  rescuer's  name  to  posterity 
in  an  epic,  only  with  especial  self- 
denial  does  it  attempt  instead  to 
soar  into  praises  of  springandthe 
bluebird,  spring's  gay  harbinger. 
For  according  to  legends  current 
in  these  parts,  the  latter  always 
returns  from  his  trip  to  Florida 
and  first  plumes  himself  before 
(he  public  eye  on  the  twenty- 
second  of  February,  and  not  to 
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have   seen   him   on   that   clay   is 

much    more    dreadful    than 

well,  not  to  have  seen  "San  Toy." 
Either  is  a  fact  to  be  concealed 
at  all  odds  (you  do  so  hate  to 
be  thought  not  to  have  seen 
things  that  others  think  you 
ought  to  have  seen,  even  though 
you  don't  want  to  see  them  your- 
selves). Thus  when  conversa- 
tion gets  warm  in  these  neigh- 
borhoods, you  try  to  look  intel- 
ligent. But  if  there  is  a  con- 
tinued rise  in  temperature,  you 
stutter  and  wrinkle  your  brow 
— but  finally  bursting  forth  into 
a  radiant  glow  of  relief,  ask, 
"How  many  things  did  you  lose 
at  the  fire?" 

I  have  often  wondered  wheth- 
er any  one  did  ever  see  a  blue- 
bird on  Washington's  birthday. 
But  it  is  impossible  to  discover 
the  truth,  people  are  so  secretive 
about  such  matters  as  the  first 
bluebird,  the  first  arbutus,  and 
the  first  peas  from  their  own  gar- 
dens. But  this  is  not  spring 
I  am  treating  at  such  length.  I 
should  rave  over  the  first  deli- 
cate shimmer  of  green  that 
brightens  in  patches  this  dull 
Drown  winter's  earth.  But  un- 
fortunately I  have  mislaid  my 
green  spectacles,  the  one  great 
prop  of  my  early  spring  imagina- 
tion. And  one  can't  describe  the 
soft,  mellow  warmth  of  the 
March  sun  that  prepares  the 
dainty  shrubs  for  their  April 
bursting  into  bloom,  when  one's 
teeth  are  chattering.  (Ugh, 
that  last  wail  of  the  wind  round 
the  corner  penetrated  to  my  very 


marrow ! )  And  I  almost  weep 
when  I  think  of  the  sweet,  tender 
crocus  having  to  bore  its  way 
into  existence  through  the  ugly, 
hard,  coal-dust-crusted  remnant 
of  a  snowdrift.  I  do,  it  is  true, 
hear  a  shrill  twitter  that  savors 
of  spring.  But  it  is  only  a  few 
English  sparrows,  and  one  can't 
be  enthusiastic  about  them,  horrid 
little  beasts.  They  drive  away  all 
agreeable  members  of  the  bird 
world  and  then  flaunt  their  little 
gray  selves  before  us  just  as  if 
they  were  opera-singers.  And 
too,  yesterday  morning  I  heard 
another  spring-like  sound  in  a 
distant  "Old  rags  ?  Old  bottles  ? 
Any  old  ir-ron?"  But  these 
meagre  details  are  really  too 
unpoetical  for  a  eulogy.  No,  I 
can't  do  it.  Nothing  but  tacks 
""-or  the  fire  can  rouse  me  to  en- 
thusiasm. 


Locked  Out. 

A.  Popular  Draijia  of  the  Day. 
Dramatis  Personse : 

Chloe        ^ 

Lalage       I   Earnest  college 

Glycera     f      students. 

Lydia       J 

A  maid 

A  mouse. 

Time. — 6.46  p.  m.  and  after. 

Place. — Study  of  Lalage  and 
Lydia. 

Chloe. — Its  an  outrage!  They 
shut  it  a  full  quarter  of  a  minute 
too  soon.     And  I'm  so  hungry. 

Lydia  (morosely). — So  this  is 
the  vaunted  college  life.  For  this 
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I  left  fond  parents  and  a  plente- 
ous board.  Why  did  I  ever  come 
here? 

Lalage  (scornfully). — If  plen- 
teous board  is  all  you  want,  I 
should  think  you  might  easily 
satisfy  your  cravings.  For  my 
part,  I  don't  feel  reduced  to 
gnawing  the  wood-work  yet. 
Lydia,  where  are  those  crackers 
I  bought  before  the  Christmas 
holidays  ? 

Lydia  (guiltily). — Well,  you 
see,  dear,  they  began  finally  to 
seem  a  trifle  stale,  so  I — 

Lalage. — You  e'en  threw  them 
away !  And  I  must  go  on  living 
with  you  as  though  nothing  had 
happened  !     Oh,  this  is  bitter ! 

(Sounds  of  angry  muttering 
in  hall.) 

Chloe. — Listen  !  Some  one 
else  is  locked  out. 

Lydia. — A  fool  there  was,  and 
she  came  to  coll.  even  as  you 
and  I. 

Lalage  (  reproachfully ) . — Ly- 
dia, how  can  you,  when  you 
know  very  well  that  my  last  es- 
say was  on  Kipling? 

Lydia. — My  dear,  I  beg  your 
pardon. 

(A  knock.) 

Lalage. — Come  in. 

(Enter  Glycera.) 

Glycera  ( tempestuously ) . — 
Do  you  know  they  shut  that  door 
a  quarter  of  a  minute  too — 

Chorus. — Do  we  know  ? 

Glycera. — Well,  I  took  a  ten- 
mile  walk  this  afternoon,  in 
quest  of  invisible  tacks,  you 
know,  and  there's  something 
about   a   ten-mile   walk  that   in- 


duces at  least  the  semblance  of 
an  appetite.  I  think  I  might  eat 
my  muff  if  I  tried.  (With  a 
glance  at  Chloe.)  I'm  sure  I 
could  eat  you.  Let  me  see,  I 
should  begin — 

Chloe  (throwing  up  her  hands 
in  alarm). — Angels  and  minis- 
ters of  grease,  defend  me !  Lydia, 
Lalage,  pray  look  to  this  devour- 
er  of  little  children. 

Lalage. — What  is  the  matter 
with  you  all?  Is  this  the  way 
you  conduct  yourselves  in  a  seri- 
ous emergency?  Young  ladies, 
to  work !  Cherchez  le  food.  We 
must  eat  to  live.  And  I  have 
arduous  tasks  before  me  this 
night.  Must  I  not  prepare  my 
minor  Latin,  since  I  expect  to  be 
called  on  to-morrow? 

Chloe. — Hark  to  the  girl  (see 
Stevenson).  She  prates  of  minor 
Latin  and  I — I  have  a  Fort- 
nightly due  Thursday  after  next ! 

Lydia  (dreamily). — Let  me 
see.     Was  it  eggs  or  oranges? 

Chorus  (excitedly). — Where? 
Where? 

Lydia. — It  must  have  been — 
yes,  I'm  sure  it  was  eggs.  Listen , 
Glycera,  you're  a  mathematical 
shark.  Suppose  a  man  had 
twenty  eggs — 

Lalage  ( despairingly ) . — Sup- 
pose a  girl  had  a  crazy  room- 
mate, not  just  ordinarily  insane, 
but  dangerously  mad !  Lydia, 
are  you  aware  that  you  have 
wantoned  with  our  hopes  as  a 
careless  child  plays  with  a  ball  ? 
You  have  raised  them  aloft  only 
to  let  them  fall  back  heavily,  oh, 
most  heavily,  upon  the  earth. 
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Lydia  (with  an  amiable 
smile). — Well,  dear,  speaking  of 
eggs — I  was,  I  think,  before  you 
interrupted  me — perhaps  you 
will  be  pleased  to  know  that 
there  are  a  dozen  in  Pyrrha's 
room. 

Lalage.  —  Go,  go  quickly. 
Fetch  eggs.  They  shall  be 
scrambled  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye. 

Chloe. — Mr.  President,  I  move 
that  a  chafing-dish  be  used  in- 
stead. 

Glycera. — Second  the  motion. 

Lalage.  —  Heavens  !  What 
fools  these  mortals  be !  Why  do 
I  associate  with  them,  I  wonder  ? 
It's  unintelligent  of  me.  Lydia 
dear,  I  am  waiting  for  those 
eggs. 

(Exit  Lydia.) 

Chloe  (hesitatingly).  —  Per- 
haps I  shouldn't  mention  it  in 
this  connection,  but  the  Fresh- 
men next  door  have  a  basket  of 
apples  in  their  study.  I  saw 
them.  Now  it  wouldn't  be  right 
to  take  them,  I  suppose. 

Lalage  (severely).  —  Right! 
Chloe,  I  blush  for  you.  Where 
are  your  morals  ?  Where  is  your 
sense  of  propriety?  Juniors 
take  apples  from  Freshmen  f 
Never !  Let  us  starve  rather. 
Why,  the  Freshmen  might  ob- 
ject, and  then  what  should  we 
do? 

Glycera. — Ah  !  I  hear  Lydia's 
returning  footstep.     Eggsellent! 

(Lalage  with  a  contorted 
countenance  is  preparing  to 
throw  the  chafing-dish  at  Glycera 
when  Lydia  enters.) 

Lydia    (tragically).  —  Girls, 


friends,  dear  old  chums,  are  you 
braced  to  hear  the  worst?  Let 
these  unforced  tears  and  empty 
hands  tell  the  whole  sad  truth. 

Glycera  (with  an  air  of  horri- 
fied comprehension). — No  eggs! 

Lydia. — Right,  O  great  mind, 
Pyrrha  must  inconsiderately 
have  had  a  breakfast  party  this 
morning.  Wretched  Pyrrha. 
Ah,  well !  What  is  friendship 
but  a  name? 

Glycera  (inclining  to  tears). 
— I'm  really  very  hungry.  And 
to  think  of  the  superabundant 
lamb  and  corned  beef  behind 
those  locked  doors  yonder. 

(Enters  a  mouse.  Mounts  to 
top  of  tea-table.  Studies  empty 
cups  and  saucers  anxiously. 
Shakes  its  head  in  disappoint- 
ment and  prepares  to  depart.) 

Lydia. — Girls,  behold,  I  have 
an  inspiration.  Shall  it  be  said 
that  a  poor,  untutored  Chinese 
can  do  that  of  which  a  Bryn 
Mawr  girl  is  incapable  ?  Never ! 
Therefore,  let  us  eat  the  mouse. 

Lalage  (very  gently). — My 
poor  child !  I  retract  my  late 
accusation  of  insanity.  It  is  now 
perfectly  clear  that  you  never 
had  brains  enough  to  go  mad 
with. 

(Knock  at  door.  Enter  maid 
with  tray.) 

Maid  (to  Lalage). — Here's 
your  bread  and  milk,  miss. 

Lalage. — Ah,   this  is  luxury! 
(Gazing  pensively  at  bread  and 
milk.) 
Backward,    turn    backward,    O 

time,  in  thy  flight, 
Make  me  a  child  again  just  for 

to-night. 
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Emphatic  chorus. — Just  for 
to-night. 

( The  glass  of  milk  and  the  two 
delicately  thin  slices  of  bread  are 
divided  into  four  portions  and 
girls  fall  to  greedily.) 

Curtain. 

S.  M..  '02. 


Signs  of  Spring. 

Poet  people  sweetly  sing- 
How,  like  eager  hounds, 

They  can  scent  the  balmy  spring 
By  its  sights  and  sounds ; 

But  I  can  tell  a  surer  way, 
A  plan  that  cannot  shirk — 

Spring  is  when  I'm  lazy 
And  tired  of  my  work. 

If  I  had  no  calendar, 

To  show  the  time  of  year, 
If  the  snow  were  ten  feet  deep. 

And  not  a  bird  were  near, 
Still     the     minute     spring     ap- 
proached 

I'd  feel  it  with  a  jerk 
For  I  should  turn  most  lazy 

And  tired  of  my  work. 

M.  U.,  '04. 


Attacks  on  Denbigh  Success- 
fully Repulsed. 

A  man  slunk  into  Denbigh  last 
Wednesday  morning — an  ordi- 
nary looking  man,  rather  below 
the  average  intellect  one  would 
have  said ;  his  faded,  well-worn 
clothing  showed  him  to  belong  to 
the  lower  middle  class.  I  said 
slunk    into    Denbigh,    for    there 


was  a  curious  expectant  air  of 
dread  about  the  fellow,  his  shifty 
eyes  went  suspiciously  from 
right  to  left  and  occasionally 
over  his  shoulder,  but  the  cam- 
pus was  deserted,  he  knew  Greek 
Sculpture  and  General  English 
held  their  own  with  tenacious 
grip.  "I  escaped  them,  'tis  true, 
in  Pembroke,"  he  muttered; 
"my  bones  chill  a  warning  here, 
yet  it  must  be  done !"  With 
cautious  care  the  caitiff  closed 
the  door  behind  him ;  with  bated 
breath  he  peered  round  the  door 
into  the  parlor ;  it  was  silent  and 
empty.  Longingly  he  gazed  at 
the  festive  and  inviting  books  on 
the  centre  table, — but  no,  his  ex- 
pression pointed  to  a  stern  task 
ahead.  At  this  point,  for  the 
first  time,  you  would  have  not- 
iced a  peculiar  instrument  in  his 
left  hand.  A  slender  wooden 
hilt,  tapering  to  a  metal  head  set 
crosswise  at  the  end,  most  con- 
spicuous in  the  latter  being  two 
odd  flat  prongs.  With  the  cattish 
tread  of  his  entrance,  the  man 
turned  the  corner  in  the  hall, 
went  noiselessly  up  the  steps  and 
listened  intently  at  the  first  door. 
Rumors  had  indeed  reached 
him  of  the  uncertain  temper  of 
her  who  dwelt  within.  Utter 
silence  lay  beyond  the  door,  so 
very  gently  and  slowly  he  turned 
the  knob  and  entered.  With  a 
sigh  of  overwhelming  relief  at 
his  success  so  far,  he  fell  into 
a  chair  and  wiped  the  drops  of 
perspiration  from  his  face  with 
his  grimy,  red  handkerchief.  His 
roving  eye  took  in  all  the  poor 
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attempts  at  adornment  applied 
to  the  walls  and  a  malignant  look 
of  evil  joy  shriveled  his  features. 
Then  there  began  a  surprising 
performance;  rising,  the  man 
moved  with  quick,  light  steps 
round  the  room,  running  his 
malefic-looking  implement  under 
the  upper  edges  of  the  decora- 
tions of  the  place.  "Tick  tack, 
tick  tack"  sounded  a  shower  of 
tiny  objects  falling  on  the  pol- 
ished (?)  floor.  Curtains,  chro- 
mos,  college  colors,  all  came 
down  with  the  same  little  accom- 
paniment of  "tick  tack,"  a  note 
which  seemed  to  drive  the  man 
into  a  frenzy  of  ecstasy.  Then, 
all  at  once,  his  expression 
changed,  a  glazing  horror 
crept  to  his  eyes  ;  his  face  mount- 
ed in  yellowish  white,  the  un- 
shaven stubbles  of  his  chin 
showed  darkly  against  its  sickly 
pallor.  Yes !  what  was  that  far- 
off  sound,  that  dull,  vibrating 
roar,  the  pulsation  of  hordes  of 
feet  (not  all  with  rubber  heels, 
gentle  reader).  Tremble  you 
may,  miscreant ;  it  is  the  student 
body  rushing  on  to  vengeance ! 
A  dry  click  sounds  in  the  man's 
throat ;  his  desperate  eye  seeks 
a  loop-hole.  Staggering  to  the 
closet,  he  pushes  it  open,  one 
look — its  dwarfish,  three-corner- 
ed dimensions  would  crowd  a 
June-bug  seeking  concealment. 
Then  hope,  the  criminal's  friend, 
deserts  him.  He  sinks  to  the 
floor,  his  chin  falls  pessimistically 
to  his  chest  as  he  hears  the  noise. 
Under  the  heavv  tread  the  build- 


ing rocks ;  voices  are  now  appar- 
ent whose  ferocious  tones  would 
cow  the  wandering  tribes  of  Ti- 
bet. The  door  falls  inward  with  a 
splintering  crash.  And  quietly, 
now,  there  file  in  a  number  of  ro- 
bust, resolute  looking  persons, 
with  firm-set  jaws  and  fixed,  glit- 
tering, fiery  eyes ;  while  the  rest 
hold  the  whining  wretch  with  this 
weird,  hypnotic  glance ;  one, 
taking  from  the  miscellany  of 
the  tea-table  a  blue  teacup, 
moves  round  the  room  near 
the  walls,  filling  it  deftly 
with  the  odd  little  objects  of  the 
man's  evident  abhorrence,  when 
full  she  presents  it  to  the  leader, 
who,  with  the  essence  of  loath- 
ing imprinted  upon  her  intellec- 
tual face,  holds  it  to  the  creature's 
lips,  saying  in  resonant  voice, 
Buvez!"  (March  approaches.) 
One  look  at  the  iron  face  above 
him,  devoid  of  mercy,  suffices. 
Gulping  down  the  contents  of 
the  blue  teacup,  the  man  falls 
back,  a  murmur  of  ta —  on  his 
lips,  a  twist  of  features,  a  twitch 
of  limbs,  and  he  exists  no  more. 
In  a  prominent  place  on  the  cam- 
pus one  may  see  a  grave,  bound 
to  its  stele  the  criminal's  utensil ; 
below, 

"Here  lies  one  whose 

baleful  career 

was  ended 

by  a  form  of 

Locomotor  Ataxia. 

Be  this   a   warning  to   carpen- 
ters ! !" 

Strenuous  Life,  'oi. 
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But! 

(With  apologies  to  M.  Edmond  Rostand.) 

Student. — I  like  to  work,  but — 

Una.— 

Sooth,  she  likes  it  well, 
But — instantly  doth  hand  and  brain  rebel 
Whene'er  the  time  for  essay  cometh  nigh ; — 
Straightway  she  sees  her  desk  is  all  awry, 
Her  pencils  must  be  sharpened  every  one 
Before  her  writing  e'er  can  be  begun ; 
And  Ford  and  Kipling,  Stevenson  and  Weyman 
Have  charms  above  John  Keats  or  Grey  or  Newman ; 
She  will  not,  can  not  write.     She  likes  to  work, 
But — show  her  Dalton  when  she  wants  to  shirk 
Some  gruesome  makeup  Lab.  some  afternoon, 
And  gym's  gyrations  seem  a  blissful  boon ; 
More  fitting  far  to  play  the  Bandar-log 
Than  seek  to  understand  a  horrid  frog. 
Dislike  ?     Oh,  no !     But — when  asked  to  translate 
Some  word  that  would  her  teeth  annihilate, 
Or  Wiederherstellungsbestrebungen 
Or  Waffenstillstandsunterhandlungen, 
Freundschaftsverpflichtung  would  not  stand  the  strain, 
And  orals  are — but  here  I  will  refrain. 
Two  theatre  trips  were  easier  to  decline 
Than  two  Deutsch  nouns.  With  French  and  Greek  divine, 
With  Sanscrit,  Hebrew,  Chinese  she's  enchanted 
But — when  on  native  soil,  not  when  transplanted, 
In  proper  place  all  things  are  good,  and  so 
She  says  she  likes  to  learn.     Dislike,  why  no ! 
But,  ah !  that  But  with  thousand  shapes  is  decked 
When  three  a.  m.  is  reached  and  hopes  are  wrecked 
On  eve  of  some  exam.     Behold  her  now 
With  pen  in  hand,  wet  rag  upon  her  brow, — 
Wet  blanket  to  all  hope, — the  while  the  clock 
Doth  sound  a  knell  with  every  slow  tick-tock, 
She  likes  to  work,  but — oh,  she  likes  to  rest, 
To  follow  learning,  but — oh  weary  quest ! 
'Twere  sad  to  feel  the  door  of  wisdom  shut, 
'Twere  sweet  to  feel  one's  self  a  scholar.     But — 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 
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A  Letter. 

Dead-Broke  Hall, 
Saturday,  Jan.  5,  1901. 

Dearest  Mother: — This  day 
has  been  one  of  turmoil,  dust  and 
wrath.  It  began  at  breakfast — 
the  wrath,  I  mean — when  I  was 
at  last  convinced  that  I  had  to 
take  the  tacks  out  of  the  wall. 
You  can  imagine  what  a  dis- 
mantled air  our  little  study  has 
at  present,  9  p.  m.  Esther 
and  I  grabbed  the  step-ladder 
and  kept  it  all  day.  Isn't  it  kind 
of  them  to  provide  step-ladders 
for  the  use  of  the  students? 

I  think  there  were  thousands 
of  tacks  in  the  wall !  I  rolled  up 
my  sleeves  and  began  taking 
down  the  lovely  frieze  of 
Perry  pictures  all  around  the 
molding.  I  had  worked  so  hard 
arranging  it  to  run  from  Botti- 
celli to  Corot — chronologically  ! 
(Esther  told  me  that  word,  and 
how  to  arrange  them  that  way.) 
Next  came  down  the  two  hun- 
dred kodak  pictures  of  my  last 
summer's  fun,  which  were 
pinned  up  around  the  doors. 
The  drapery  and  plaster  Cupids 
above  the  mantel  followed. 
You  know  those  darling  passe- 
partouts Gibson  pictures  I  got 
for  Christmas?  Well,  I  had  just 
nailed  them  up  over  the  desk  in 
such  a  symmetrical  way.  A  row 
of  three,  then  two  above.  These 
were  banished  too.  And  when 
my  May-day  banner  fell  in  a 
shower  of  dust,  I  piled  all  my 
treasures  in  it  and  deposited  the 
mass  in  the  box  of  the  window- 
seat.  I  am  so  disappointed  and 
discouraged.    I  shall  never  try  to 


have  my  room  pretty  again!  I 
almost  cry  when  I  look  around 
me.  Only  a  few  Brann  photo- 
graphs and  etchings  are  hanging 
on  the  walls,  and  a  few  of 
Esther's  Copley  prints  are  lean- 
ing on  the  book-case.  Somehow 
she  doesn't  seem  to  feel  it  as 
awfully  as  I  do.  She  says  it 
looks  more  like  her  room  at 
home.  But  I  should  think  her 
college  spirit  would  rebel  to  see 
the  champion  'Varsity  team  in 
the  window-box!  I  am  sorry 
now  I  have  been  so  furious  all 
day.  I  long  to  be  at  home  where 
I  can  stand  up  and  drive  rows  of 
brass-headed  tacks  in  the  wall 
for  decoration  if  I  want  to.  (I 
have  remembered  now  that  I 
forgot  to  put  this  letter  into 
paragraphs.  I'm  too  sleepy, 
really.)  Good-night.  I  shall 
probably  walk  on  tacks  on  my 
way  to  bed.  I  know  I  shall  have 
a  nightmare  of  being  choked 
with  dust  and  strung  up  myself 
with  picture  wire — ugh! 

Your  loving  daughter, 

L.  P.  A.,  '03. 


When  Ann  Jane  Sings. 

She's  poor  and  sick  and  dreadful 
thin, 

Old  Ann  Jane  is; 
The  path  of  life  that  she  walks 
in 

Ain't  strewn  with  bliss. 
She's   bent  with   rheumatiz  and 
pain. 

All  kinds  of  things  ! 
And  yet,  the  world  seems  right 
again, 

When  Ann  Jane  sings. 
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Them  choir  girls  (when  it  don't 
rain), 

All  wears  their  best. 
She   looks   so   kinder   poor   and 
plain, 

Amongst  the  rest. 
She  has  a  faded  caliker, 

Old  bonnet  strings, — 
But  yet  you  somehow  don't  see 
her, 

When  Ann  Tane  sings. 


I   hear   the   wind   come   blowin' 
through 

The  apple  trees, 
I  see  the  corn  fields  wavin',  too; 

The  summer  breeze, 
From  where  my  bed  of  roses  lie 

Their  odor  brings, 
And  one  step  nearer  heaven  I, 

When  Ann  Jane  sings. 

A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


Notice. 


A  few  days  ago,  a  number  of 
rather  gray-visaged  members  of 
1 90 1,  who  had  decided  to  appear 
in  a  Funny  Play,  met,  shook  their 
heads,  pointed  to  some  well-worn 
dictionaries  and  some  grimy- 
looking  lists  of  words,  and  sep- 
arated,    after    having    dropped 


their  play-books  in  a  melancholy 
heap  on  the  floor.  The  manager 
of  the  play,  who  had  not  added 
the  prompter's  copy  to  the  heap, 
ignited  it,  and  composed  the  fol- 
lowing verses  by  the  light  of  the 
bonfire : 


The  Senior's  Lament. 

'Twas  the  voice  of  the  Senior,  I  heard  her  declare, 
"I  have  never  a  moment  to  put  up  my  hair!" 

When  the  Senior  isn't  flunking  of  an  oral, 

Or  weeping  o'er  the  latest  sad  returns, 
She  would  like  to  sport  the  gay  dramatic  laurel, 

And  patronize  the  stables  of  young  Byrnes; 
She  would  really  much  prefer  to  dress  for  dinner, 

And  dally  o'er  the  cheerful  tea  and  bun, — 
Yet  she's  ever  getting  sordider  and  thinner, 

For  the  Senior's  lot  is  not  a  happy  one. 

When  the  Senior  isn't  counting  up  her  hours, 

And  getting  off  conditions  by  the  score, 
She  would  like  to  don  an  evening  gown  and  flowers, 

And  have  one  little  supper-party  more ; 
But  such  festive  inclinations  she  must  smother, 

And  abandon  all  frivolity  and  fun ; 
Oh,  take  one  consideration  with  another, 

The  Senior's  lot  is  not  a  happy  one. 
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Gleanings  from  the  Press. 

"A  little  later  than  half-past 
twelve  on  the  morning  of  the 
twenty-seventh,  a  whistle  blown 
with  startling  significance  turned 
all  of  Bryn  Mawr's  gentle  wo- 
manhood out  into  the  air  with 
a  single-minded  purpose."  .... 
"The  long,  low  dormitories  with 
their  Gothic  walls,  in  sleep)-  re- 
pose against  the  sky,  made  a  pic- 
ture as  peaceful  as  a  village 
church.  In  an  instant  all  was 
changed.  The  chief  of  the  Bryn 
Mawr  College  Fire  Brigade, 
trumpet  in  hand,  cried,  "Hurry 
girls !  or  we  may  be  too  late !" 
Then  the  army  of  fluttering 
skirts  sped  at  flying  pace  in  a 
wild  scamper  across  the  wind- 
swept fields,  laid  bare  by  the 
frosty  clasp  of  winter,  to  a  little 
frame  cottage  nearly  half  a  mile 
from  the  main  buildings."  .... 
"The  campus  was  made  a  kalei- 
doscope by  small  groups  of  rosy- 
cheeked  maidens,  who  played  tag 
with  the  long  lines  of  hose." 
.  ...  .  "Like  fleet  gazelles 
the  fair  fire-fighters  clad  in 
dainty  costumes,  dashed  into  the 
house  just  in  time  to  save  the 
professor  and  his  family,  calmly 
eating   luncheon.     'Your    house 


is  on  fire!'  shouted  the  captain. 
The  Professor  looked  more 
puzzled  than  alarmed,  but  was 
dragged  out  and  shown  the 
rlames  coming  from  the  upper 
windows.  Then  he  was  con- 
vinced." .  .  .  "The  rank 
and  file  of  Bryn  Mawr's  fire-las- 
sies, some  of  them  with  million- 
aires for  papas,  engaged  in  the 
work  with  vim.  Some  of  them 
formed  lines  of  rescue,  others 
froze  their  dainty  fingers  on  the 
cold  nozzles,  others  tackled  the 
duties  assigned  them  with  the 
same  grace  with  which  they 
danced  around  the  Maypole  last 
spring.  Cooler  than  cucumbers, 
the  fire-women  rushed  valiently 
into  the  burning  house  and  threw 
trunks  in  every  direction." 

"The  work  of  fighting  the 
flames  was  fast,  and  although 
the  fire  had  eaten  through  to  the 
roof,  where  tongues  of  flame 
darted  through  the  black  cloud, 
the  courageous  little  women, 
blistering  their  pink  fingers,  suc- 
ceeded in  subduing  their  stub- 
born enemy.  Wet  but  glorious, 
the  brigade,  composed  of  all  the 
students  on  the  four  years'  rolls, 
received  with  demure  modesty 
the    congratulations    which    the 
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residents  of  the  fashionable  sub- 
urb showered  upon  them,  for 
having  proved  themselves  brave 
and  heroic  in  time  of  danger." 
.  .  .  .  "Then  strolling  across 
the  wide  lawn  as  nonchalantly  as 
if  they  had  been  to  a  dance,  they 
returned  to  the  dormitories  to 
change  their  shoes,  and  to  do  up 
their  hair." 

M.  M.,  '03. 


The  De  Rebus  Club. 

Mr.  Chatfield-Taylor,  of  Chi- 
cago, gave  a  pleasant  little  talk 
about  Moliere,  under  the  auspices 
of  the  De  Rebus  Club,  in  the 
Chapel,  on  Monday  evening, 
March  4,  at  eight  o'clock.  He 
began  by  saying  that  as  all  roads 
lead  to  Rome  so  all  comedy  leads 
to  Moliere.  He  called  Moliere 
the  "prince  of  plagiarists"  and  as 
plagiarist,  actor,  manager  and 
playwright,  compared  him  to 
Shakspeare.  Though  he  ex- 
cused their  plagiarism  by  saying 
that  if  you,  like  Moliere  and 
Shakspeare,  borrow  embers  to 
light  a  fire  and  communicate  it 
to  others,  it  is  yours.  "Shaks- 
peare andMolierearebothkings," 
Mr.  Chatfield-Taylor  continued, 
"the  one  of  tragedy,  the  other 
of  comedy.  All  comedy  before 
led  up  to  Moliere,  all  comedy 
afterwards  imitated  him.  Man 
may  write  what  he  has  seen,  felt 
and  imagined.  Moliere  wrote 
what  he  felt  and  saw.  He  bor- 
rowed his  imaginary  settings 
from  his  contemporaries  and 
predeo  -sors." 

Mr.      Chatfield-Taylor      next 


briefly  sketched  Moliere's  early 
life  and  education,  hinting  at  his 
probable  reasons  for  becoming 
an  actor.  He  then  outlined 
French  comedy  and  an  actor's 
position  at  the  end  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  and  vividly  de- 
scribed the  comedian's  discom- 
forts during  those  twelve  years 
when  he  and  little  troupe  wan- 
dered from  town  to  town 
through  the  length  and  breadth 
of  France,  dragging  their  own 
costumes  in  a  cart  and  playing 
their  master's  one-act  farces  out 
in  the  open  air  on  a  temporary 
stage  which  they  erected  them- 
selves from  trestles  and  a  few 
boards.  It  was  then  that  Moliere 
lived,  observed  and  schooled 
himself  for  his  life's  work. 

On  October  24,  1628,  Moliere 
and  his  little  company  gave  one 
of  Corneille's  plays  before  Louis 
XIV.  and  his  court.  It  was  un- 
successful, but  at  the  end  of  the 
piece  Moliere  stepped  out  be- 
fore the  curtain  and  asked  if  he 
might  give  a  little  farce  of  his 
own  that  had  amused  the  prov- 
inces. His  request  was  granted 
and  thus  "the  clever,  uncooked 
amateur  became  the  comedian  of 
France."  During  the  first  years 
of  his  success  he  wrote  comedies 
satirizing  life  about  him  at  the 
court  of  Louis  XIV.  These 
were  not  always  received  with 
favor  by  the  courtiers,  but  the 
king  always  laughed,  and  so,  in 
the  end,  did  the  court. 

Mr.  Chatfield-Taylor  next 
gave  a  feeling  account  of  the 
heartburnings  which  Moliere  en- 
dured during  the  last  ten  years 
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of  his  life,  as  husband  of  the 
heartless  coquette  Armande.  He 
described  at  length  the  troubles 
which  led  up  to  the  turning 
point  in  his  dramatic  career  in 
the  composition  of  L'Ecole  des 
Maris  and  L'Ecole  des  Femmes. 
Before  this  Moliere  had  been  the 
gay  buffoon  at  whom  all  France 
had  laughed,  now  he  was  the 
student  of  life  and  the  philos- 
opher. His  characters  began  to 
have  life,  they  were  no  longer 
automatic  types,  but  living  men 
and  women.  It  was  during  these 
years  that  Moliere  wrote  his 
masterpieces,  Le  Tartuffe  and  Le 
Misanthrope. 

Mr.  Chatfield-Taylor  ended 
his  talk  with  a  pathetic  picture  of 
Moliere's  death  and  in  conclu- 
sion said:  "Moliere  was  not  the 
genius  of  comedy,  he  was  com- 
edy itself.  He  took  all  the  best 
before  him,  and  breathed  into  it 
his  genius.  He  was  a  great  art- 
ist and  painted  man  as  he  is.  He 
told  the  truth  in  spite  of  fear 
or  affectation." 


A  Conversation. 

Shrill,  angry  voices,  and  an- 
other uncertain  with  crying, 
came  thro'  the  window  from 
the  side-yard,  and  I  hurried  out, 
to  find  that,  as  usual,  all  the  chil- 
dren of  the  neighborhood  were 
there  playing  croquet  and  quar- 
reling. The  noise  ceased  sud- 
denly as  I  appeared,  except  the 
sobbings  of  Elsie,  which,  on  the 
contrary,  increased  greatly.  She 
was  sitting  in  a  little  heap  on  the 


veranda  steps,  her  face  almost 
hidden  by  the  locks  of  hair  that 
fell  about  it,  while  in  front  of 
her  was  planted  the  sturdy  fig- 
ure of  her  opponent,  a  girl  a 
little  older  and  very  much  bigger ; 
her  large,  round  face  was  flushed 
and  she  waved  a  croquet  mallet 
angrily  while  the  rest  of  the 
children  stood  around  her  ad- 
miring. 

"That's  it,"  she  said,  "go  on 
crying  long  enough,  and  you'll 
get  some  one  to  baby  you." 

Elsie's  sobs  redoubled,  but 
whether  in  pursuance  of  this 
taunting  advice,  or  in  protest 
against  it,  did  not  appear. 

"Elsie,  what  is  the  trouble?"  1 
asked. 

No  answer. 

"Elsie !"  more  sharply ;  only 
tears. 

"Well  then,  Eugenia,  stop  dig- 
ging up  the  lawn  with  that  mal- 
let, and  tell  me  what's  wrong." 

Eugenia  (only  too  ready) — 
"She  moved  my  ball.  I  saw — " 

"Didn't  either!"  from  Elsie, 
at  last  aroused.  "And  she  called 
me  a  cry  baby !"  she  wailed,  and 
continued  to  deserve  the  name. 

I  proceeded  to  extract  evi- 
dence from  the  assembled  wit- 
nesses before  administering  jus- 
tice.    At  length  I  summed  up: 

"So  no  one  saw  her  move  the 
ball,  and  you  only  thought  she 
did  so  because  she  couldn't  get 
through  the  wicket  without,  and 
she  was  ahead  of  you  in  the  game 
anyway;  Eddy  backs  you  up, 
but  Jimmie  is  sure  she  could  have 
gotten  through  without  moving." 

Bv  this  time  the  children  were 
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edging  over  towards  Elsie,  be- 
ginning to  catch  glimmerings  of 
her  ultimate  victory;  she,  her 
crying  almost  stopped,  watched 
them  furtively  from  under  her 
hair. 

"Well,  Eugenia,"  I  continued, 
"since  neither  you  nor  any  one 
else  saw  her  move  the  ball,  of 
course  you  ought  not  to  say  she 
did  it,  and  it  was  very  rude  of 
you  to  call  ner  a  cry  baby — Elsie 
for  goodness  sake  stop  bawling! 
Here,  dry  your  eyes  with  this 
handkerchief — and  you  (to  Eu- 
genia again)  can't  come  over 
here  to  play  unless  you  can  keep 
from  quarreling." 

During  this  speech  Eugenia 
had  dropped  the  mallet  and  drawn 
herself    up    very    straight;     so 


straight  indeed  that  she  seemed 
to  be  almost  falling  over  back- 
wards ;  she  turned  her  bright 
little  eyes  on  one  after  another 
of  her  faithless  supporters ;  they 
quailed  beneath  her  glance,  but 
did  not  go  back  to  her.  When 
I  finished  she  spoke. 

"I  will  quarrel.  I  belong  to 
a  family  that  quarrels.  We  all 
quarrel.  We  say  things  to  peo- 
ples' faces,  not  behind  their 
backs,  and  I'll  never  play  with 
you  again,  Miss  Elsie-Brown- 
cry-baby !" 

She  strutted  out  of  the  yard, 
banging  the  gate  behind  her, 
while  the  little  group  around 
Elsie  watched  in  awe-struck 
silence. 

F.  W.  C,  '02. 


Alumnae  Notes. 
'94. 
Grace  Parrish  has  announced 
her  engagement  to  Dr.  Emerson, 
of  New  York. 

'97- 

Cornina  Putnam  Smith  has  ac- 
companied her  husband  to  Japan. 
They  will  return  in  August. 

Sarah  H.  Ames  has  announced 
her  engagement  to  Spencer  Bor- 
den, Jr.,  of  Fall  River,  Mass. 


'98. 

Helen  Williams  has  returned 
from  Egypt. 

Elinor  Blake  has  announced 
her  engagement  to  Mr.  Cabot,  of 
Boston. 

99. 
Born,    February    6,    to    Mrs. 
James  Morrison  (nee  Mary  Tay- 
lor    Reeves     Foulke)     a     son, 
Robert. 
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Misery  Loves  Company. 

Now  Polly's  got  her  gym  suit 
on, 
She's  ready  for  the  fray; 
Her  hair  is  braided   down  her 
back 
In  Polly's  witching  way ; 
She  wears  upon  her  pigtail's  end 

A  very  saucy  bow, 
Her  sleeves  are  rolled  high  on 
her  arms 
To  let  the  muscle  show. 
Of  course  in  all  gymnastics 

It's  Polly's  role  to  shine ; 
At  jumping  she's  a  perfect  frog 

And  on  the  horse  she's  fine. 
You  ought  to  see  her  climb  the 
ropes 
And  swing  upon  the  rings, 
Do  monstrous   stunts  upon  the 
bars 
And  hosts  of  other  things. 
But  when  Polly  tries  the  dumb- 
bells, 
Her  wits  at  once  take  flight; 


She  gets  most  awfully  confused, 
There's     nothing     she     does 
right. 
Alas  !  she  always  stretches  up 

Just  when  the  rest  bend  down ; 
The  ease  with  which  her  friends 
perform 
Makes  Polly  feel  a  clown. 
She's  doomed  to  sink  upon  her 
knees 
The  minute  she  should  rise, 
And  scrambles  blushing  to  her 
feet 
In    sorrowful    surprise. 
When     she     should  .  cross     the 
dumb-bells 
High  up  above  her  head, 
She  drops  them  with  a  painful 
thump 
Upon  her  toes,  instead. 
But  friends,  I  do  assure  you, 

When  the  mistakes  I  see, 
I  could  almost  worship  Polly 
For  the  comfort  they  give  me. 
I.  L.,  '03. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 


^1% 


U. 

U  is  the  unicorn. 

Fabulous  beast ; 
I've  seen  queerer  in  Bi-Lab. 

As  queer  ones,  at  least 
u. 
Mythical  Unicorn, 
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V. 

V  is  the  Vaux  Woods, 
As  fair  as  a  dream ; 

The  loveliest  woods 
That  ever  were  seen, 
v. 

Vernal  Vaux  Woods. 


W. 

W  is  for  William 
Who  carries  the  mail ; 
Tho'  the  sun  should  not  rise 
Yet  will  William  not  fail. 

w. 
Unfailing  William. 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


SIS" 


It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  5hoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 
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SCHREIBER    &    KERR     I 


I  Ladies'  trailers 

135  SOUTH 

^  ELEVENTH 

T  STREET.... 

PHILADELPHIA 


for    Morning    Wear,  «► 

Walking,    Traveling,  $ 

Yachting,    and    Costumes    for     all  & 

kinds  of    Outdoor   Sports  and  Pas-  ^ 

times     J*     «£*      J*     «^*     «£*     «£*     <£*  it 
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M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Rbrth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 

VAN  HORN  &  SON 

I2i  North  f^  j.- 

Philadelphia,  Pa.     \^0»  I  Ulitvio 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


We  shall  Sell  All  % 

Our  Furs  at  w 

Enormous  Reductions  % 

From  Marten  to  Finest  Bussian  S 

Sables,  in    every   shape,  from  the  Tjf. 

smallest  Collarette  to  the  Carriage  jg 

and  Automobile  tiobes.    Particular  w 

attention  is  r -quested  to  the  Fur-  W. 

lined  Cloth  Coats  and  Wraps   for  y' 

Ladies.  * 

This  is  an  unusual  opportunity  when  the  J{> 

superb  quality  and  style  of  our  furs  is  consid-  sf 

eied.  w 

Blaylock  &  Blynn  $ 

824-826  Chestnut  Street  © 
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"The  Rittcn- 
bousc" 

A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     CorS^ce 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN   &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"The Thompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


#45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt.inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
.TpoSSSS8  Qio  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery \  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 

daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

1316  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOICS  and...... 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  Lunches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

124  North  Eleventh  St, 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures 


and... 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  vary  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewftlry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

i  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Far  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


An£.     H.    RHMSEY 

BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


tmChestiratSt, 


<■  ,^  *> 

Ladies' 
Haif   Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  olc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings, 

Society 

1  Emblems,  Prize  Cups, 

etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invari 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promp 

ibly 

tly  Furnished 

Co. 

J.  E.  Caldwell  & 

902  Chestnut  Street 

Philadelphia 

, 

Attractive       *-j 

AT 
«ft      POPULAR 

Wall  Papers*8#% 

!■£:    PRICES 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  & 

CO. 

1624  CHESTNUT  STREET, 

Phil  a.,  pa. 

OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.   All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  PromptSy 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON   &   SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN   MAWR.    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J*  J>  J*  o* 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 


In  Effect  November  26,  1900. 


Philadelphia  to  Bryn  Mawr. 


Bryn  Mawr  to  Philadelphia. 


A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

A.M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

fl2  01 

8  45 

12  15 

*3  40 

*5  42 

9  15 

6  18 

8  48 

12  18 

4  18 

7  18 

10  48 

6  00 

9  45 

*12  40 

3  45 

5  45 

9  45 

6  48 

*9  08 

12  48 

4  48 

*7  30 

11  18 

6  15 

10  15 

12  45 

*4  12 

*6  13 

10  15 

7  18 

9  IS 

1  18 

*5  12 

7  48 

11  48 

6  35 

10  45 

1  15 

4  15 

fi  15 

10  45 

*7  40 

*9  38 

1  48 

5  18 

8  18 

6  45 

11  45 

1  45 

*4  42 

6  45 

*11  29 

7  48 

9  48 

2  18 

5  48 

8  48 

7  15 

2  15 

4  45 

7  15 

11  30 

*8  10 

10  18 

2  48 

6  1H 

9  18 

7  45 

2  45 

*5  09 

7  45 

8  18 

10  48 

3  18 

0  48 

9  48 

8  15 

3  15 

5  15 

8  15 

*8  36 

11  18 

3  48 

7  02 

10  18 

SUNDAY  TKAINS. 


A.  H. 

P.  M 

P.  M. 

P.  M.   P.  M. 

A.  M.   A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

7  00 

!  12  45| 

3  45 

7  15  i  11  45 

7  18  I  11  48 

12  48 

5  48 

8  48  1 

8  15 

1  15| 

4  45 

S  15  ! 

7  48  ! 

1  48 

6  18 

9  18  | 

a  15 

1  45  | 

5  15 

9  15  ; 

8  48| 

2  48 

6  48 

9  48! 

9  45 

I   2  15 

5  45 

9  45  i 

9  48 

3  48 

7  18 

10  18  ! 

10  45 

2  45  1 

6  15 

10  15 

10  18 

4  48 

7  48 

10  48! 

11  45 

1   3  15  I 

ti  45 

11  15  1 

10  48  1 

5  18 

8  18 

11  18  ! 

♦Express  Trains. 


fDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  Tours 

The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address  Geo.  W.  Boyd, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,   Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

Having  tasted  a  much  diluted 
form  of  the  unacademic  at  the 
Glee  Club  concert,  where,  having 
for  a  moment  escaped  the  fifteen- 
minute  quiz,  it  was  sweet  to  in- 
dulge in  conversational  delights 
ranging  in  crescendo  from  idle 
whispers  (one  never  knows  whose 
friends  may  be  sitting  behind 
one)  about  "who  has  the  largest 
mouth  in  the  Glee  Club?"  to 
opinions    (perhaps  because  they 


are  the  only  bad  things  one  can 
with  impunity  enjoy)  on  China 
and  the  present  situation  in  Eng- 
land, the  Philistine  longs  for 
the  more  general  interests  of  the 
unacademic  world.  Of  course 
the  academic  is  delightful,  but 
during  the  past  two  or  three 
weeks  there  have  been  changes 
which  have  not  added  to  its  bliss. 
So  now  when  one  comes  down 
to  breakfast  feeling  unusually 
happy  and  pining  for  the  sympa- 
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thetic  jingle  of  another  human 
voice,  also  happy,  one  finds  three 
different  people  at  three  different 
corners  of  the  table  diving  madly 
into  three  different  sets  of  "tabs," 
and  excitedly  stirring  coffee  over 
the  tops  of  three  different  cups 
with  three  different  right  hands, 
and  not  a  single  "good  morning." 
One  can  only  sigh,  "Oh  three  fif- 
teen-minute quizzes  to-day,"  and 
eat  in  silence.  It  is  distressing. 
Or  again,  when  one  goes  pre- 
sumably pleasure  bound  to  a  five 
o'clock  tea  but  instead  finds  one's 
self  at  an  oral  examination  in 
Philosophy  (just  to  acquire  that 
familiarity  so  necessary  at  a  fif- 
teen-minute quiz,  you  know): 
where  every  one  seems  intelli- 
gent except  one's  self,  and  where 
with  true  academic  hospitality 
one  is  made  to  feel  just  how  un- 
utterably ignorant  one  really  is, 
and  that  all  further  attempts  to 
look  intelligent  are  vain,  for  one's 
stupidity  is  irrevocably  estab- 
lished. It  is  a  trifle  vexing.  And 
when  two  or  three  fly  together 
on  the  campus  and  whisper,  and 
nod,  and  look  mysterious,  just 
as  if  something  interesting  was 
about  to  happen.  One  bursts 
with  curiosity  until  they  separate 
with  general  loud  exclamations 
of  "All  right,  half-past  one  will 
suit  me  beautifully.  I  haven't  a 
moment  to  lose  with  two  fifteen- 
minute  quizzes  to-morrow,"  then 
words  cannot  express  one's  feel- 
ings. 

Yes,  there  is  a  narrowness 
about  academic  interests  which 
is  really  quite  unedifying.     The 


Philistine  feels  this  sadly  as  it 
totters  feebly  from  one  to  an- 
other of  bygone  stock  subjects 
and  finally  settles  irresolutely  on 
the  new  fifteen-minute  quiz.  But 
all  the  time  its  heart  is  elsewhere. 
The  delights  of  expressing  views 
and  especially  political  ones  have 
been  rampant  ever  since  the  Glee 
Club  concert.  The  Philistine 
longs  to  become  a  power  in  the 
great  wide  world,  a  sort  of  nine- 
teenth century  review,  and  write 
"My  Personal  Experiences  with 
the  Chinese,"  omitting,  however, 
to  define  the  latter  as  two  cruel 
laundrymen  who  attempted  to 
decapitate  by  sharpening  collars, 
or  "Edward  VII  from  an  Amer- 
ican Standpoint,"  i.  e.,  the  imagi- 
nation, though  of  course  the  gen- 
eral public  need  not  be  taken  into 
this  confidence,  or  something  else 
thrilling  which  will  bring  opposi- 
tion from  the  pens  of  prominent 
men  all  over  the  United  States. 
But  please,  indulgent  readers, 
do  not  panic  stricken  give  up 
your  subscriptions.  This  is  only 
a  momentary  ambition.  The 
Philistine  will  remain  faithful 
to  cramming,  quizzes,  orals,  mid- 
years, spring,  basket  ball — to 
eternity. 


Notice. 

The  Balliol  School  of  Utica, 
New  York,  has  been  authorized 
by  a  friend  to  announce  the  es- 
tablishment for  the  years  1901-2. 
and  1902-3,  of  two  annual  Col- 
lege-preparatory Scholarships,  of 
the  value  of  $800    each,  to    be 
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known  as  the  Olivia  Susan 
Clemens  Memorial  Scholarships. 
The  object  of  this  gift  is,  pri- 
marily, to  furnish  opportunity  for 
a  thorough  preparation  for  col- 
lege to  girls  who  may  not  be 
able  otherwise  to  meet  the  ex- 
penses of  a  preparatory  course. 
Printed  particulars  may  be  ob-. 
tained  from  Miss  Hillis,  Merion 
Hall. 


In  a  Strange  New  Country. 

It  was  summer  in  Folly-land. 
A  heavy  snow  pressed  down  the 
branches  of  the  strawberry  and 
forget-me-not  trees  that  bordered 
the  road  to  the  palace.  Queen 
Pretty-thoughts  sitting  at  her 
window,  shaded  her  eyes  from 
the  glare  of  the  midnight  sun 
and  lent  an  ear  to  sounds  in  the 
distance. 

"Oh!"  she  murmured,  "the 
king  is  returning  from  the  hunt. 
Surely  that  is  his  sneeze.  Would 
I  not  know  it  among  a  thousand  ? 
So  sweet  and  sonorous  it  is !  The 
very  quintessence  of  melody." 

She  had  scarcely  done  speak- 
ing when  the  king  entered.  His 
eyes  were  shining  with  triumph. 
"Ha !"  said  he,  "Such  a  hunt  was 
never  before.  See  what  I  have 
caught." 

Cautiously  he  opened  his  right 
hand  and  displayed  four  snails 
and  a  glow-worm. 

"O  joy !"  cried  Queen  Pretty- 
thoughts.  "We  will  call  all  the 
courtiers   at   once   so   that   they 


may  know  what  a  great  hunter 
is  King  Burble-on." 

The  king  paled  a  little.  "Yes, 
let  them  come,"  he  said,  "all  but 
Lion-heart.  Lion-heart's  so 
greedy,  he'd  be  sure  to  claim  part 
of  my  honors,  and  I  couldn't 
stand  that,  I  couldn't  now,  I 
really  couldn't,  I  — " 

"Lord  Killemall  would  make 
his  report  to  your  majesty,"  said 
a  page. 

"Well,  admit  Killemall," 
sighed  the  King.  "If  only  Kil- 
lemall weren't  so  in  earnest  al- 
ways. Pretty-thoughts,  my  dear, 
how  do  I  look?  Dignified 
enough  for  business?  Yes,  for 
business,  you  know.  That's  it, 
business." 

Queen  Pretty-thoughts  sur- 
veyed him  with  tears  of  delight 
in  her  eyes.  "Burble-on,  my  be- 
loved, you  are  charming,"  she 
murmured.  "There  are  four  lit- 
tle hairs  sticking  straight  up 
from  the  top  of  your  head.  They 
fascinate  me,  they  make  you  radi- 
antly beautiful,  they " 

"Your  majesty,"  said  a  voice 
from  behind. 

"Ah,  Killemall,  what  have  you 
to  tell  us?"  asked  King  Burble- 
on. 

"Your  majesty,  I  have  rid 
your  kingdom  of  four  more 
rogues  to-day,"  said  Killemall, 
swelling  with  pride. 

"By  what  means?"  inquired 
his  majesty. 

"Two  I  put  to  the  laughing 
torture " 

"Good !"  exclaimed  the  King. 
"I  will  have  Side-splitter  write 
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some  more  Philistine  funny 
articles  at  once.  And  the  other 
two?" 

"The  other  two,  your  majesty. 
were  very  dreadful  criminals. 
The  twenty-four  page  essay  tor- 
ture was  applied  to  them.  They 
died  in  the  greatest  agony." 

"Hark!"  cried  Queen  Pretty- 
thoughts,  with  a  face  of  rapture. 
"Do  you  not  hear  the  pigs  sing- 
ing in  the  tree-tops?  How  soft, 
how  tender !" 

"With  your  majesty's  permis- 
sion," interfered  the  page  re- 
spectfully, "that  is  not  the  pigs 
singing  in  the  tree-tops.  That 
is  Prince  Perfect  serenading 
Princess  Exquisite." 

"Well,  we  will  share  the  joy 
of  the  Princess,"  said  the  queen. 
"Ah,  now  I  hear  the  words  dis- 
tinctly." 

"You  love  me,  Princess  Exqui- 
site, I  know  it,  for  you've 
told  me  often ; 

And  many  a  pleading  word 
you've  said  to  melt  me,  but 
I  wouldn't  soften. 

You  love  me,  Princess  Exquisite, 
and  when  you  come  to  think, 
no  wonder. 

Is  there  a  charm  I  lack,  mv  dear, 
and  was  I  ever  known  to 
blunder  ? 

You  love  me,  Princess  Exquisite, 
and  loving  me's  your  fate 
forever. 

I'm  simply  irresistible,  so  hand- 
some, witty,  wise,  and 
clever. 

You  love  me,  Princess  Exquisite. 
Poor  soul !  you  show  it,  too. 
and  plainly. 


For  when  I  am  around,  you  act. 

my   dear,  believe  me,  most 

insanely. 
You  love  me,  Princess  Exquisite. 

I  know  it,   for  you've  told 

me  often ; 
And  many  a  pleading  word  you 

say  to  melt  me,  but  I'll  never 

soften." 

"What  delicious  poetry," 
sighed  Queen  Pretty-thoughts. 
"So  feeling,  so  arch.  I  could 
listen " 

"Your  majesty,  your  majesty," 
cried  a  courtier,  "a  terrible  thing 
has  just  happened.  Prince  Tiny's 
goat  has  just  eaten  up  Princess 
Teeny's  rag-doll.  What  shall  we 
do?" 

Every  one  wore  an  expression 
of  horror. 

"What  shall  we  do,  indeed?" 
said  King  Burble-on.  "That's  it. 
what  shall  we  do.  Now,  really, 
what  -  on  -  earth  -  shall — Oh !  I 
know !  Of  course.  Send  for 
Sage  No-naught  at  once.  At 
once,  you  know.  But,  dear  me! 
Supposing  No-naught  should  be 
in  one  of  his  contrary  moods, 
then  sure  enough,  what  should 
we " 

"No-naught  is  here,"  said  a 
solemn  voice.  It  was  the  sage 
himself  who  spoke.  He  entered 
with  a  slow  and  deliberate  step. 
His  brows  were  drawn  together 
in  a  dark  and  significant  frown. 
He  muttered  to  himself,  "Why 
does  not  two  plus  two  equal  six  ? 
Because  it  equals  four.  What  is 
the  difference  between  a  needle 
and  a  pin?  One  has  a  head  and 
no  eye,  and  the  other  has  an  eye 
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and  no  head.  Why  are  not  can- 
non-balls food  for  chickens  ?  Be- 
cause they  are  food  for  cannon. 
Ha,  ha !  So  they  are.  And  what 
I've  said  is  food  for  thought. 
And  if  you  think  at  it  forever, 
you  still  won't  have  thought 
enough ;  not  by  any  means.  Well, 
your  majesty,  what  can  my  wis- 
dom do  for  you?" 

"Oh  No-naught,"  groaned  the 
King,  "Teeny's  rag-doll  has 
swallowed  Tiny's  goat  and " 

"No,  no,  he  means,  No-naught, 
that  the  goat  has  swallowed  the 
doll,"  explained  Queen  Pretty- 
thoughts  tearfully. 

"Why,  this  is  a  most  serious 
matter,"  muttered  the  Sage.  "If 
you  had  not  sent  for  me,  there  is 

no  knowing "     He  began 

to  ponder,  whispering  to  himself 
and  blinking  his  eyes,  and  shak- 
ing his  head  to  and  fro,  while 
everybody  looked  anxious  and 
downcast,  and  the  king  tore  his 
hair  gently. 

At  length  No-naught's  brow 
cleared.  "Hear  me,"  he  thun- 
dered, "and  obey.  Let  nothing 
be  said  to  Princess  Teeny  of  the 
loss  of  her  old  rag-doll,  and  see 
that  a  nezv  one  precisely  like  the 
other  be  procured  at  once." 

"What  wisdom !"  murmured 
all  the  courtiers  with  sighs  of  re- 
lief. 

Burble-on  clapped  his  hands. 
"The  very  thing,"  he  exclaimed. 
"Just  so  it  shall  be  done,  I  prom- 
ise you.  But,  my  dear  No- 
naught,  Killemall  wants  to  know 
if  the  goat  oughtn't  to  be  pun- 
ished for " 


"What  ?"  cried  No-naught, 
"isn't  eating  a  rag-doll  punish- 
ment enough  for  anything?" 

"Oh!  Of  course,  of  course," 
said  his  majesty.  "And  now 
that  this  tremendous  affair  is 
settled,  let's  think  about  dinner. 
I  wonder  now  what  there  is  for 
dinner,  I  really  wonder,  I " 

"Whipped  cream,  your  maj- 
esty," said  the  page. 

The  king  beamed.  "Splen- 
did!" he  cried,  "just  what  I 
wanted.  I'm  as  hungry  as  a  bear 
after  that  great  hunt  of  mine. 
Whipped  cream's  precisely  what 
I  wanted,  precisely  and  exactly 
what " 

"Dinner  is  served,  your  maj- 
esty," said  the  page. 

S.  M.,  '02. 


The  Song  of  the  College  Tea- 
kettle. 

(With  apologies  to  Mr.  Kipling 

and  the  Banjo.) 
You  mustn't  keep  a  gas  stove  in 
your  room 
Or    gasoline    (Rule    VI,    see 
section  B)  — 
You  can't  conceal  an  oil  stove,  or 
your  doom 
Is  settled,  if  the  proctor  chance 
to  see. 
I'm  licensed  by  severest  self-gov. 
laws, 
I'm  smokeless,  non-explosive, 
odorless — 
I've  a  cure  for  all  your  worries, 
essay,     quiz     or     mid-year 
flurries — 
In    the    charms    that    tea    or 
chocolate  possess. 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


With  my  "hubble-bubble-sputter- 
spatter  spurt !" 
(O,  its  any  time  that  comes 
into  my  path!) 
So  I  spur  them  on  to  ev'ry  sort 
of  work, 
Be  it  Pol.   econ.,   Biology  or 
Math. 

In  the  silence  of  the  night  be- 
fore exam., 
When   you    grind    and    study 
tabs  and  tear  your  hair, 
You  can  smell  the  coffee  boiling 
as  you  cram 
And  its  comforting  to  know 
that  I  am  there. 
I'm  the  prompter  of  the  frivol- 
ously gay, 
Of  the  happily  hilarious  and 
blithe ; 
I,  the  joy  of  life  collegiate — I, 
the  stay — 
I,  the  never-failing  solacer  at 
five. 

With    my    "clitter-clatter-sizzle- 
fizzle-whiz !" 
(O,  the  gym  suit,  skating  tarn, 
or  dressy  gown !) 
So  I  draw  the  girls  together,  be 
it  fair  or  rainy  weather: 
Yea,  from  Denbigh,  Radnor, 
Pembroke  East  or  Town. 
C.  S.  C,  '02. 
L.  L.,  '04. 


On  the  morning  of  March  8, 
the  Philosophical  Club  was  ad- 
dressed by  Professor  Wenley  of 
Michigan  University  on  the 
"Philosophy  of  Religion,  its  Ori- 
gins and  Present  Condition."     In 


introducing  the  subject  Pro- 
fessor Wenley  spoke  of  the  slight 
work  as  yet  accomplished  in  the 
field,  because  of  the  late  date  at 
which  that  point  of  view  was 
reached  from  which  one  must 
work  to  develop  any  real  phi- 
losophy from  the  great  quantity 
of  material  at  hand. 

Although  this  point  was  not 
actually  reached  till  1829 — still, 
during  the  seventeenth  and  eigh- 
teenth centuries  there  were  cer- 
tain tendencies  of  thought  which 
led  directly  to  it,  and  which  are 
now  in  their  essentials  embodied 
by  it.  These  tendencies  can  best 
be  summed  up  as  the  Newtonian 
theory  of  the  Universe,  which 
establishes  a  perfectly  mechanical 
system  having  as  its  originator  a 
Being  whom  Newton  called  the 
Uncaused  Cause,  absolutely  apart 
from  the  Universe  and  always  of 
necessity  unknown  to  man.  This 
view  is  so  essentially  unscientific 
that  man  could  not  adopt  it  as  it 
was,  and  it  therefore  gave  rise  to 
two  distinct  schools  of  thinkers : 
— the  Natural  Theologians,  or 
Deists,  who  saw  in  all  Nature  a 
Design  and  therefore  a  proof  of 
a  Designer;  and  the  Orthodox 
School  who  seeing  the  irregulari- 
ties in  the  world  explained  them 
as  due  to  Miracle.  The  lecturer 
pointed  out  that  in  both  of  these 
systems  no  real  deity  found  place 
because  in  each,  what  was  re- 
garded as  infinite  was  distinctly 
limited  by  the  finite  world  with 
which  this  infinite  must  deal.  It 
was  then  shown  that  the  Ortho- 
dox, and  even  in  places  the  De- 
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istic,  view  of  the  Universe,  still 
hold  to-day — because  of  the  re- 
bellion with  which  England  and 
the  United  States  met  the  com- 
bined assault  of  all  the  advanced 
views  which  in  Germany  had 
progressed  so  gradually  that  each 
one  gained  its  own  firm  ground. 
The  beginnings  of  the  work  in 
the  true  Philosophy  of  Religion 
were  read  out  of  human  history 
at  large,  and  developed  in  the  de- 
partments of  human  thought  en- 
tirely apart  from  material  sci- 
ence. The  first  real  grasp  of  this 
idea  however  is  to  be  attributed 
to  Hegel  who  in  his  system  em- 
braced all  of  human  experience 
and  saw  in  it  the  constant  work- 
ing of  an  innate  power  which 
was  to  him  the  germ  of  religion. 
He  found  in  his  observation  of 
human  history  the  one  persisting 
identity  always  existing  amidst 
the  change  of  relations  and  de- 
pendent for  its  existence  upon 
this  very  change,  and  thus  able 
to  explain  human  experience 
in  its  own  terms,  bringing  the 
deity  down  to  man  and  placing 
him  in  each  man,  he  laid  the  first 
foundation  for  the  only  true  phi- 
losophy of  religion  that  can  be — 
for  real  philosophy  never  deals 
with  that  which  is  beyond  the  ex- 
perience of  the  philosopher.  This 
theory  was  in  the  course  of  time 
discovered  in  another  phase,  by 
material  scientists,  and  it  is  just 
this  fact  that  makes  for  the  truth 
of  the  philosophy — because  the 
two  divisions  into  which  the  fol- 
lowers of  Newton  divided  the 
Universe    are    now    united    and 


made  inseparable  parts  of  one 
great  whole,  always  expanding 
and  growing  by  reason  of  a 
power  contained  within.  For  any 
view  of  such  a  philosophy  two 
things  are  necessary : — first,  we 
must  see  what  elements  are  al- 
ways present  in  the  human  ex- 
perience, and  then  we  must  by 
historical  study  find  the  elements 
which  have  been  present  in  all 
the  great  religions  of  the  world. 
By  this  we  shall  be  led  into  a 
right  study  of  Metaphysics 
which  in  its  proper  significance 
means  not  the  study  of  what  is 
above  and  beyond  the  physical 
world,  but  rather  the  investiga- 
tion of  the  teleological  energy 
which  pervades  the  world  in  ma- 
terial things  as  well  as  in  those 
not  material,  and  which  there- 
fore must  be  the  key  to  all  the 
religious  philosophy  of  man. 

The  clearness  and  simplicity 
of  the  lecture  as  well  as  the  broad 
humor  of  the  lecturer,  made  the 
address  decidedly  one  of  the  most 
profitable  and  enjoyable  of  the 
series  to  which  the  Philosophical 
Club  has  had  the  privilege  of  lis- 
tening this  season. 

E.  D.  E.,  '01. 


A  May  Afternoon. 

"Aunt  Chaney,  please  gimme 
lie'  brown  sugar,"  said  a  wistful 
voice.  "Wha's  dat,  honey — 
brown  sugar?  Hoccum  you 
spec'  me  to  be  givin'  you  chillus 
brown  sugar,  'n  all  dis  yere  beat 
biscuit  to  tend  ter?  And  den  yo' 
ma'll  be  a  comin'  and  a-blamin' 
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me  wen  you  all  gets  sick  wid  all 
de  tings  I  done  give  you."  Then 
contritely  she  added,  "Nem  min' 
honey  lamb,  don'  cry,  Chaney  '11 
get  yo'  de  brown  sugar  sooni  dis' 
dough's  off'n  her  han's.  Heah. 
I'll  jest  hist  you  all's  in  dis  clo'es 
basket  w'at  ain'  got  nuthin'  in 
it.  Den  you  can't  make  me  no 
more  trouble,  de  most  pestanker- 
ous  children  I  ebar  see!" 

Still  the  little  beggars  were 
not  content.  "An'  Chaney,  tell 
us  'bout  Brer  Rob,  and  de  tar 
baby,"  suggested  the  Boy,  true 
to  his  first  love,  but  Sister  wanted 
a  new  story,  a  "scary"  story,  so 
he  yielded  as  all  good  brothers 
should.  "What  yo'  doin'  chile," 
was  the  warning  retort,  "  'querin 
'bout  tings  yo'  ain'  got  no  call  to 
know."  An  impressive  pause. 
"Well'n  fust  ting  yo'  know  you'll 
get  likining  struck  peerin'  inter 
de  sky."  But  the  demand  for  a 
story  was  renewed. 

"Well,  once  dey  lived  a  young 
lady,  Miss  Peyton,  w'at  was 
mighty  proud  an'  wouldn't  say 
'Howdy'  to  mos'  folks  at  de 
church.  She  des  asailed  in  wid 
her  haid  up  not  seein'  nobody 
nor  a-sayin'  nuthin'.  Well,  she 
was  dat  ornery,  she  hedn't  no 
fren's  in  de  town. 

"After  wile  de  niggers  seed 
sumpin'  wite  up  'n  de  big  woods 
at  night,  'n  dey  quit  go'in  dat 
way  after  dark.  'N  den  sumpin 
come  'n  toted  away  de  chickens. 
Den  dey  know  it  sholly  war 
witch  work,  'n  nobody  wuk  fur 
Miss  Peyton  kase  dey  all  spish- 
ioned  she  wus  de  witch.     W'en 


we  went  pas'  de  house  we  kerried 
a  rabbit's  foot  'n  never  looked 
her  in  de  eye. 

"Well,  one  Friday  night  w'en 
witches  'n  sperrets  is  apt  to  walk, 
dey  wuz  fo'  or  five  culled  folks 
a-settin'  round  my  fire  'n  froo' 
de  open  do'  come  in  free  black 
cats,  'n  dey  eyes  shined  orful. 
Den  de  bigger  laid  down  by  Brer 
Johnsing,  w'en  he  up  wid  de  axe 
'n  right  quick  come  down  on  one 
er  de  front  feet.  'N  listen  now. 
de  next  day  we  heerd  dat  de  wite 
doctor  had  been  called  in  ter 
Miss  Peyton's  and  he  found  her 
han'  most  cut  off.  She  said  she 
done  it  wid  a  hatchet  cuttin' 
wood.  But  we  all  looked  at  de 
blood  on  Brer  Johnsing's  axe." 

Just  then  the  little  boy  leaned 
too  far  over  the  basket,  so  that  it 
turned  over  spilling  the  children 
upon  the  kitchen  floor.  This 
stirred  up  Aunt  C.'s  wrath. 
"Go  way  from  'yere,  yo'  was'n 
some  po'  white  trash  chillun" — 
she  cried  as  she  shooed  them  out 
of  the  room. 

M.  M.,  '03. 


De  Rebus  Club. 

On  Thursday  evening,  March 
14,  we  had  the  great  pleasure  of 
hearing  Mr.  James  G.  Croswell 
speak  on  the  subject  of  "By- 
products in  the  Educational 
Process."  Mr.  Croswell  began 
by  defining  a  by-product  as 
"something  produced  in  the 
course  of  a  process  in  addition 
to  the  principal  product,"  and  he 
reminded  us  how  often  this  by- 
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product  is  the  sole  source  of  busi- 
ness profit.  He  then  went  on 
to  show  what  these  by-products 
amounted  to  in  the  "educational 
process,"  and  he  proved  that  in 
them  lay  the  greatest  argument 
for  higher  education.  In  part  he 
said :  "Even  since  the  institution 
of  the  elective  system,  colleges 
contain  too  much  of  our  national 
vices  of  wastefulness  and  un- 
thrift.  Therefore  people  who 
are  ever  looking  at  the  direct 
products  of  the  process,  think  it 
is  unthrifty  to  send  girls  to  col- 
lege because  the  expense  is  out 
of  proportion  to  the  result.  Such 
people  do  not  take  into  account 
the  by-products  there  obtained 
which  change  completely  the  tone 
and  temper  of  the  girls.  The 
Pilgrim  Fathers  found  the 
United  States  of  America  as  a 
by-product  in  their  search  for  a 
heavenly  home.  In  this  case  it 
was  the  by-product  which  be- 
came the  sole  source  of  business 
profit,  just  as  in  map-drawing, 
it  is  not  the  maps  which  the  chil- 
dren draw  that  are  of  any  use. 
but  the  map-drawing  itself." 

Mr.  Croswell  said  that  the 
three  by-products  of  education 
which  are  distinctly  not  useful 
are  "an  awful  handwriting,  that 
worst  scandal  of  the  day ;  the 
tendency  in  college  girls  to  give 
up  reading,  and  a  repining  rest- 
lessness which  takes  hold  of  them 
after  they  have  left  college.  But 
there  are  three  useful  by-nrod- 
ucts  to  offset  these.  There  is  a 
certain  desirable  contact  with 
things  of  the  mind  gained,  which 


is  unintended  and  has  nothing  to 
do  with  the  actual  facts  learned. 
In  the  educational  process,  the 
study  of  Latin  amounts  to  a  long 
struggle  to  learn  a  language 
without  ever  accomplishing  the 
desired  result,  but  all  our  virtues 
and  many  of  our  vices  may  be 
looked  upon  as  the  by-products 
of  that  struggle.  The  second 
useful  by-product  is  the  pro- 
longation of  interest  in  the  col- 
lege bred  man  or  woman,  a  keep- 
ing of  certain  childlike  qualities 
which  preserves  their  curiosity 
about  unknown  things  and  leaves 
them  with  a  greater  possibility  of 
growth.  The  last  useful  by- 
product is  found  in  the  establish- 
ment of  social  relations  between 
student  and  student,  between  stu- 
dent and  instructor,  and  it  is  this 
which  makes  the  old  college- 
graduate  feel  more  tenderly 
towards  his  college  even  than 
towards  his  family  and  home. 
Anyone  holding  this  view,  that 
the  by-products  of  the  educa- 
tional process  are  the  principal 
source  of  profit,  will  have  two 
classes  of  people  against  him, 
those  who  think  education  un- 
thrifty because  they  are  ever 
seeking  impossible  intellectual 
short-cuts,  and  the  scientists  who 
think  that  discipline  is  futile  and 
the  knowledge  of  truth  the  only 
thing  worth  having.  The  argu- 
ment for  colleges  would  be 
stronger  if  the  people  most  inti- 
mately connected  with  educa- 
tion would  not  confine  themselves 
so  persistently  to  the  direct  re- 
sults to  be  obtained  there." 
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The  Broken  Moon. 

On  the  lake,  serene  and  cold, 
Black  reflected  from  the  night, 

There  a  broken  moon  of  gold 
Scatters  all  its  shining  light. 

Did  he  fall  from  up  on  high, 
As  he  gazed  upon  his  face? 

Sad  result  of  vanity, 

Pride   but  comes   before   dis- 
grace. 

Where  those  nodding  branches 
move 
Slants  his  trail  across  the  air. 
While  the  mother  moon  above 
Sadly  gazes  on  him  there. 
A.  M.  K.,  '03. 

Overheard. 

I  could  hear  the  merry  voices 
of  the  children  playing  with  their 
paper  dolls  behind  the  screen, 
and  I  knew  without  looking  what 
could  be  seen  behind  the  barrier. 
Two  little  figures  were  sprawled 
out  on  the  floor,  with  their  curly 
heads  almost  meeting  over  the 
block-house  in  the  middle,  while 
twenty  clumsy  little  fingers  were 
struggling  with  the  dainty  paper 
clothes. 

A  moment's  silence  was  broken 
by: 

"There — Madeline  went  and 
broked  her  back! — right  in  the 
middle.  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  oh 
dear,"  the  baby  voice  began  to 
quaver,  but  the  other  interrupted 
quickly,  "Splendid  !  I  know,  she 
can  have  dipferia,  and  stay  in 
bed  all  day,  and  have  the  doctor, 
and  sugar  pills,  and  spoons  of 
medicine — or  else — we  can  make 
the  others  go  to  bed  too  and  have 
a  hospital!" 


"No,"  said  the  husky  voice  in 
terms  of  conviction,  "the  others 
aren't  sick,  and  they  aren't  bad, 
and  you  can't  put  them  to  bed, 
and  it  makes  me  cry  to  have  her 
in  bed."  Then  more  hopefully: 
"Let's  p'tend  she's  went  to  col- 
lege !" 

"How?"  asked  the  other  voice 
doubtfully. 

"O  .  .  .  College  is  way. 
way  off — like  Heaven — but  you 
can  send  valentines — and  you 
can  have  two  big  trunks,  and 
whole  boxes  of  jam  and  cake, 
and  you  can  come  home  and  get 
your  Christmas  presents!" 

At  this  climax  the  other  voice 
chimed  in — "We'll  hide  her  in  the 
big  die — dictionary,  and  maybe 
her  back  will  mend  if  we  leave 
her  there  long  enough,  and  if  it 
doesn't  we'll  leave  her  at  college 
all  the  rest  of  her  life,  and  when 
she's  learned  all  that's  in  the  dic- 
tionary we'll  send  her  to  another 
college — or  else  to  learn  music 
inside  of  the  piano !"  After  a 
few  moments'  pause  the  little 
mother  was  heard  to  kiss  the 
fated  Madeline  resolutely;  and 
then,  to  judge  from  the  silken 
rustle  of  the  paper  clothes,  she 
fell  to  packing  her  daughter's 
trunk  with  equal  fervor. 

This  bit  of  eaves-dropping  has 
since  helped  me  to  understand 
why — when  a  certain  little 
maiden  is  asked  about  her  family, 
she  replies  with  a  wistful  look  in 
her  blue  eyes — 

"There  are  ten  girls — little 
ones  and  big  ones — and  Madeline 
is  at  college!" 

L.  P.  A.,  '03. 
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The  College  Glee   and  Man- 
dolin Club  Concert. 

On  Friday  night  the  proverbial 
audience  of  students,  parents  and 
interested  friends  flocked  to  the 
gymnasium  to  hear  the  concert 
which,  like  so  many  college  bless- 
ings, comes  but  once  a  year  As 
soon  as  these  folks  who  were  al- 
ready smiling,  from  expectation 
or  out  of  pure  good  nature,  were 
seated  (would  we  could  say  com- 
fortably!), they  seemed  to  fall 
under  the  spell  of  a  body  of  un- 
seen sprites  whose  office  was  to 
please.  The  artistically  appropri- 
ate cover  of  the  programs,  the 
familiar  names  on  the  pages 
within,  the  palms  nodding  in 
friendly  fashion,  and,  above  all, 
the  dainty  gowns  of  the  girls  who 
mounted  the  stage  for  the  open- 
ing number, — all  seemed  to  de- 
light them.  For  a  few  minutes 
it  looked  as  if  the  music  would 
be  unnecessary.  When,  how- 
ever, the  leader  gave  the  little 
tap  with  her  baton  which  meant 
"sing,"  program-covers  and 
nainsook  gowns  were  forgotten 
in  the  eagerness  to  hear  every 
note  of  "Manus  Brynmauren- 
sium"  and  Mendelssohn's 
"Greeting."  Throughout  the  re- 
mainder of  the  program  this 
loyal  audience  showed  the  same 


enthusiastic  attention.  Nor  was 
it  undeserved.  The  jolly  ballads 
of  "Kitty  Magee,"  "Marjory," 
and  "Sally  in  Our  Alley" 
were  given  with  a  light-hearted 
gayety  which  even  "pretty 
roguish  Kitty  Magee"  would 
have  been  at  a  loss  to  surpass. 
And  in  the  more  difficult  pieces, 
such  as  "Pallas  Athene"  and 
"The  Spinning-Song"  the  sing- 
ers' voices  were  strong  and  true. 

The  work  of  the  Mandolin 
Club  was  equally  good.  The  se- 
lections were  played  with  a  force 
and  a  vivacity  that  were  irresist- 
ible Even  the  sedate  listeners 
seemed  to  find  it  hard  to  refrain 
from  beating  time  to  "La  Vi- 
dette"  and  the  graceful  airs  from 
"The  Fortune  Teller."  The  two 
numbers  for  the  piano  were 
played  with  an  ease  which 
showed  convincingly  that  girls' 
fingers  are  proof  against  stiffness 
caused  by  rope-climbing  or 
basket  ball. 

The  crowning  event  of  the 
evening  was  the  "Spinning  Song" 
from  "Der  Fliegende  Hol- 
lander." It  was  rendered  so  ar- 
tistically, and  the  illusion  of  the 
buzzing  which  was  kept  up  so 
well  that  it  was  hard  at  times  to 
realize  that  the  girls  were  not 
singing  to  actual  wheels  and  that 


12 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


it  was  not  the  real  Senta  who 
sang  to  us  of  her  unknown  lover. 
When,  after  this  song,  the  audi- 
ence rose  to  join  with  the  Glee 
Club  in  the  closing  number,  the 
College  Hymn,  they  smiled  in  a 
kindly  way  which  was  evidently 
meant  to  assure  the  girls  on  the 
stage  that  for  once  expectation 
and  realization  were  a  tie. 

E.  C.  T.,  1903. 


The  Quarrel. 

This  is  how  the  quarrel  began. 
One  day,  after  school,  the  two 
little  girls  were  sitting  on  the 
front  steps,  discussing  the  inev- 
itable question,  "What  shall  we 
do?" 

"Let's  play  jackstones,"  said 
Elizabeth. 

"Oh,  we're  always  playing 
jackstones.  I'm  sick  of  jack- 
stones.  Don't  let's  do  that.  Let's 
jump  rope,"  said  Harriet. 

"I  don't  like  jumping  rope," 
objected  Elizabeth.  "It  get's  me 
hot  and  my  hair  all  mussed." 

"Well,  I  just  won't  play  jack- 
stones." 

"Well,  I  won't  jump  rope." 

"Then  you're  a  horrid  little 
girl  not  to  play  what  I  want 
when  you're  visiting  me." 

"I'm  not  visiting  you  any 
more.    I'm  going  home." 

"I  won't  speak  to  you  ever  any 
more  if  you  do." 

"I  don't  care  if  you  don't,"  and 
Elizabeth  got  up  and  went  se- 
dately down  the  walk  out  of  the 
gate. 

Ever  since  that  time  the  two 
little  girls  had  walked  to  school 


on  different  sides  of  the  street. 
At  recess  they  always  stayed  at 
opposite  corners  of  the  play- 
ground, and  whenever  they  met 
at  parties  they  carefully  avoided 
sitting  next  each  other.  If  by 
any  chance  one  of  them  bumped 
against  the  other  in  the  course  of 
Drop  the  Handkerchief  or  Going 
to  Jerusalem,  Harriet  and  Eliza- 
beth would  each  draw  back  frig- 
idly, and  murmur,  "I  beg  your 
pardon." 

At  last  Harriet  grew  tired  of 
it  all.  It  bored  her  dreadfully  to 
maintain  this  icy  attitude.  She 
had  promptly  forgotten  her 
anger,  and  saw  no  reason  why 
they  should  not  be  friends  again. 
Accordingly  she  met  Elizabeth  at 
the  school-room  door,  one  morn- 
ing, with  a  bright  smile  and  the 
persuasive  words : 

"Let's  make  up  and  not  be 
mad  any  more." 

But  Elizabeth  erected  her  lit- 
tle head,  with  its  smooth  flaxen 
braids,  and  marched  inside,  with- 
out a  word.  When  she  sat  down 
at  her  desk,  she  buried  her  hands 
nervously  in  her  stiff,  white 
apron,  and  thought  what  a  hor- 
rid girl  she  was. 

Harriet  was  not  discouraged, 
and  the  next  morning  Elizabeth 
found  a  faded  bunch  of  violets 
lying  inside  her  desk.  She  picked 
them  up  carefully  from  her  neat 
piles  of  books,  and  laid  them  at 
one  side.  She  knew  that  Harriet 
was  looking  at  her,  and  hoping 
she  would  turn  around  and  smile, 
but  she  took  out  her  slate  and 
began  to  work  the  sums  for  the 
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day,  without  moving  her  head. 
At  recess,  once,  Harriet  even 
came  up  with  an  inviting  half  of 
an  orange,  which  Elizabeth  re- 
fused :  "I  don't  care  much  for 
oranges,"  she  said,  and  then  went 
and  sat  down  all  by  herself,  feel- 
ing wretched. 

She  couldn't  forgive,  and  she 
couldn't  forget,  though  often  she 
would  sit,  looking  out  of  the  win- 
dow, longing,  till  her  heart  ached, 
to  make  herself  turn  around  and 
smile  at  Harriet. 

"If  I  could  only  once  do  some- 
thing nice  for  her,  the  rest  would 
be  so  easy,  and  we  would  be 
friends,"  thought  poor  Elizabeth. 
She  began  to  be  afraid  she  was 
unlike  other  people,  that  she  had 
a  hard  heart  which  would  never 
melt. 

One  rainy,  muddy  morning 
Harriet  came  running  to  Eliza- 
beth, at  recess,  and  asked  if  she 
might  borrow  her  rubbers. 

"I  forgot  mine,"  she  said,  "and 
I  want  to  go  out,  and  it's  so 
muddy." 

It  flashed  over  Elizabeth  that 
here  was  her  chance.  There  was 
a  moment  of  sharp,  inward  con- 
flict, but  no  apparent  hesitation 
before  she  said :  "I  don't  ever 
lend  my  rubbers  to  anybody." 

"O  never  mind,"  said  Harriet. 
"I'll  borrow  Agatha's." 

Elizabeth  went  in  and  sat  down 
in  the  deserted  school-room,  and 
thought  it  all  over.  She  was 
dreadfully  ashamed  of  herself; 
she  knew  all  the  girls,  outside, 
were  saying :    "Isn't  it  horrid  the 


way  Elizabeth  Murray  stays 
mad!"  She  put  her  head  down 
on  her  desk  and  wished  with  all 
her  heart  that  she  had  given  Har- 
riet the  rubbers. 

After  school,  when  they  were 
putting  on  their  things,  Eliza- 
beth found  the  rubbers  in  ques- 
tion coated  and  caked  with  mud. 
She  was  holding  one  of  them,  in 
puzzled  surprise,  when  Harriet 
came  up,  with  penitent  eyes,  to 
explain. 

"I  didn't  mean  to  take  yours. 
I  thought  they  were  Agatha's. 
I'm  so  sorry." 

"I'm  so  glad !"  cried  Harriet, 
the  weight  of  the  last  two  months 
rolling  from  her  heart. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said 
Harriet;  her  eyes  danced,  and 
her  face  dimpled  with  smiles. 
"Do  you  mean  you  aren't  mad 
any  more  ?" 

"I — guess  I  won't  be,  soon." 

Harriet  threw  her  arms  joy- 
fully around  her  and  exclaimed  : 
"Oh,  I'm  so  glad.  Now  do  come 
over  right  after  lunch." 

They  jumped  rope  all  the  aft- 
ernoon, though  Harriet  had  said  : 
"Now  let's  play  jackstones.  I  like 
it  lots  better  than  jumping- 
rope,  anyway!" 

"No,  let's  jump  rope,"  insisted 
Elizabeth. 

"Then  you  do  like  jumping- 
rope  better,  after  all  ?" 

"No,"  said  Elizabeth,  flushing, 
"I  like  jackstones  better,  but  I'm 
going  to  jump  rope." 

A.  M.  K,  '03. 
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THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 
The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 


X.  Y.  Z. 

"Oh!    WhyX,  Y,  Z? 
Darling  Mr.   Discobolus !" 
Lear:     "Nonsense  Book. 


Dear  Reader: — Let  me  offer 
these  few  words  of  apology.  I 
will  not  detain  you  long. 

I  vainly  hunted  appropriate 
words  for  X,  Y,  and  Z,  but  noth- 
ing seemed  exactly  suited  to  the 
need.  Only  listen  to  a  few  of 
the  impossibilities.  In  the  first 
place  Xerxes  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion ;  he  had  been  used  too  many 
times,  and  besides,  I  could  not 
see  the  point  of  dragging  him 
into  this  alphabet.  Then,  for  a 
moment,   I   fancied    that    Xan- 


thippe would  do.  I  thought  I 
might  somehow  connect  her  with 
Bryn  Mawr  by  making  a  refer- 
ence to  the  bust  of  Socrates  in 
Taylor;  but  I  had  already  writ- 
ten about  the  Taylor  Bust-in- 
General,  and  at  best  it  could  be 
but  a  strained  relation.  Further- 
more, I  cannot  sympathize  with 
her  temperament,  and  for  fear  of 
being  unjust  I  again  forbore. 

For  Y  there  is  of  course  Yeast 
and  Yale,  but  they  interest  only 
those  who  specialize  and  I  fancy 
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they  would  be  difficult  to  rhyme. 
I  might  have  done  something 
with  "yellow  and  white,"  but 
without  being  complicated  and 
confusing  it  would  not  be  pic- 
torial, and  the  editors  insist  on 
a  picture,  "to  fill  up." 

When  I  arrived  at  Z,  I  surren- 
dered. There  is  nothing  in  Bryn 
Mawr,  visible  to  me,  that  begins 
with  that  letter. 

These  are  a  few  of  the  reasons 
why  I  could  not  finish  the  alpha- 
bet and  why,  with  Mrs.  Disco- 
bolus, I  cried, 

"Oh!    WhyX,  Y,  Z? 
Darling  Mr.  Discobolus !" 

Dear  reader,   I  can  distinctly 
hear  you  sigh  out, 
"Oh !    Why  A,  B,  C,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it? 
Darling  Mr.  Discobolus !" 

A.E.W.,'01. 


Pegasus  and  the  Celestial 
Trust,  or  "Pegasus  in 
Pound"  Outdone. 

I  scrambled  up  Parnassus'  stony 

side 
In  hopes  on  Pegasus  to  have  a 
ride; 
But  oh ! 
Do  you  know ! 
That  Pegasus  refuses,  quite,  to 
go. 

The  trouble  that  I  took  to  find 

the  cheat ! 
The  blandishments  I  offered  him 

were  neat, — 


To  wit, 
To  transmit 
To  him  the  Phil,  he  deigned  to 
benefit. 

I've  coaxed  him  with  the  best  of 

food  and  drink, 
With  reams  of  foolscap,  and  with 
Carter's  ink, 
But  still 
Until 
He  wants  to  he  won't  bend  him 
to  my  will. 

I've  saddled  him  and  bridled  him 

with  care, 
For  most  amazing  flights  did  I 
prepare, 
But  "Neigh," 
He  will  say, 
"Not  since  Bellerophon    am    I 
man's  prey. 

"They   want   to   use   me   for   a 

tram-car  line 
Where  I  can  haul    at    once  all 
Muses  nine. 
Why  rob 
This  cob 
Of  Heav'nly  contract  for  a  mor- 
tal's job." 

He  firmly  sticks  to  this,  to  my 

despair, 
Although  I've  madly  pulled  out 
all  my  hair; — 
And  so 
Although 
It's    time    the    Phil,    to    press 

should  go, 
Dear   editor,   have   pity   on   my 
woe. 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


i6 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


"SOROSIS" 

It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 
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SCHREIBER    &   KERR 


I  Ladies'  Tailors 

135  SOUTH 

W  ELEVENTH 

STREET.... 


r. 


Gowns 


PHILADELPHIA 


*m+WmH«m* 


*W*ttttttt*HHt 


for    Morning    Wear, 
"Walking,    Traveling, 
Yachting,    and    Costumes    for     all 
a     kinds  of    Outdoor   Sports  and  Pas- 
times     •£*      J*      jt     jl     J»     ijl     (Si 


WilttHfrmHHWWW* 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 


Manufacturers 
of 


ShOC  Specialties 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  north  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 

VAN  HORN  &  SON 

I2i  North  ^^ 

KffiS£,».  Costumcrs 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


K      U  FS  We  shall  Sell  All        4 

Our  Furs  at  «j 

%  Enormous  Reductions  «? 


From  Marten  to  Finest  Russian  w 

Sables,  in    every   shape,  from  the  y 

smallest  Collarette  to  the  Carriage  w 

and  Automobile  Bobes.    Particular  y 

attention  is  requested  to  the  Fur-  W 

lined  Cloth  Coats  and  "Wraps   for  Jg 

Ladies.  W 

This  is  an  unusual  opportunity  when  the  3! 

superb  quality  and  style  of  our  furs  is  consid-  « 

eied.  5? 

Blaylock  &  Blynn  I 

824-826  Chestnut  Street  $ 

b  ,^*-£L*-'fr-:£'  ■^-•■^•■^-•^  ufc 
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A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     CorrfffiffigSnce 

SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 
1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"The Thompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit"  .    .   .    $45 

Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt,inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
aTpopSSS8  Qio  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Mtislin  Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 

are 
the 
daintiest 

Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOKS  and..... 

Stationery 


*£& 


at  Lowest  Prices, 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


DREKA 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  launches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles   W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

124  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures  ™*- 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

J  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Fur  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


im  Chestnut  St. 


Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM? 

MODERATE    PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE 


ROSEMONT 


Attractive      &%p&  popular 
Wall  Papers45*  ™CES 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  <£  CO. 

1624  chestnut  Street,  rhila.,  pa. 

The  irsn  flair  PHannacles^ 

OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.   All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON   A  SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN   MAWR,    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing;  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J>  J  jp  j* 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 


In  Effect  November  26,  1900. 


Philadelphia  to  Bryn  Mawr. 


Bryn  Mawr  to  Philadelphia. 


A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

A.M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

fl2  01 

8  45 

12  15 

*3  40 

*5  42 

9  15 

6  18 

8  48 

12  18 

4  18 

7  18 

10  48 

6  00 

9  45 

*12  40 

3  45 

5  45 

9  45 

6  48 

*9  08 

12  48 

4  48 

*7  30 

11  18 

6  15 

10  15 

12  45 

*4  12 

*6  13 

10  15 

7  18 

9  18 

1  18 

*5  12 

7  48 

11  48 

6  35 

10  45 

1  15 

4  15 

6  15 

10  45 

*7  40 

*9  38 

1  48 

5  18 

8  18 

6  45 

11  45 

1  45 
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♦Express  Trains. 


fDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  Tours 

The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address  Geo.  W.  Boyd, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,   Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

With  processions  of  cardboard 
boxes  coming  from  the  station  at 
all  hours  of  the  afternoon,  the 
Philistine  is  led  to  the  painful 
suspicion  that  Bryn  Mawr,  the 
font  of  cut  and  dried  wisdom, 
simplicity  and  good  sense,  is  be- 
coming interested  in  its  personal 
adornment.  This  horrible  sus- 
picion is  strengthened  by  the  fact 
that  the  whole  College  spends 
its  time  trooping  to  the  city  in 
pairs  and  coming  out  again,  tri- 


umphant though  disheveled, 
waving  aloft  copious  square 
boxes,  and  shouting,  "I've  got  it. 
It's  a  love !  You  wouldn't  recog- 
nize me  in  it."  But,  dear  read- 
ers, don't,  because  of  such 
speeches,  feel  it  the  part  of  dis- 
cretion to  subdue  the  burst  of 
radiancy  next  Sunday  morning 
with  a  pair  of  dark  spectacles. 
Remember  your  own  experiences 
and  feelings  of  elation  when, 
after  days  of  hat-hunting  and 
hours  of   indecision    over    any- 
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thing  from  a  gray  precipice  tum- 
bling over  with  red  poppies  to  a 
field  of  nodding  wheat  unnatur- 
ally thickly  studded  with  butter- 
cups and  ragged-robins,  you  have 
gone  home  triumphant  and 
happy  clutching  a  brown  straw 
walking  hat.  And  you  hadn't 
forgotten,  either,  that  you  espe- 
cially wanted  to  wear  it  on 
Easter  Sunday  with  your  new 
peacock  blue  bengaline.  The 
combination  rather  struck  you  as 
odd  and  effective.  There  is 
something  so  strikingly  sublime 
and  simple  about  brown  straw 
walking  hats  with  buckles  and 
cock's  feathers !  One  is  never 
safe  in  a  hat  store.  From  very 
weariness  anything  grows  to  look 
beautiful,  and  the  only  way  to 
save  one's  self-indiscretions  is  to 
'draw  up  and  sign  descriptive 
catalogues  of  what  you  positively 
will  not  buy. 

But  hats  and  one's  self  are  the 
least  confusing  facts  of  this 
moulting  season.  During  the 
first  week  or  so  after  the  Easter 
transformation,  one  feels  one's 
self  in  a  strange  new  world.  One 
can't  recognize  one's  best  friends 
at  a  hundred  paces.  Those  who 
all  winter  were  brown  are  sud- 
denly faded  into  pale  tan  and 
dove-colored  creatures,  while  the 
blue  have  assumed  various 
shades  of  gray,  and  the  sombre 
blacks  of  winter  are  become  bril- 
liant blues,  or  worse,  verdant 
greens.  Nobody  is  the  same. 
All  is  confusion,  and  it  takes  un- 
til June  to  get  every  one  re-clas- 
sified. 


This  Easter  desire  for  personal 
adornment  is  contagious.  But 
the  Philistine  hopes  that  its 
meditated  Easter  garment  will 
not  so  completely  eclipse  in  glory 
its  inner  scintillations,  that,  as  in 
other  cases,  it  becomes  unrecog- 
nizable to  its  friends. 


The  Philistine  feels  keenly 
Miss  Daly's  resignation  from  the 
editorial  board.  Miss  Daly  has 
for  the  past  four  years  been  so 
popular  a  contributor  to  the 
pages  of  the  Philistine,  and  has 
so  won  the  admiration  of  all  its 
readers,  that  her  style  has  become 
the  standard  of  perfection 
towards  which  all  its  present  con- 
tributors most  yearningly  aspire. 


College  Notes. 

Kate  G.  Morse,  Fellow  in 
Greek,  has  been  nominated  for 
the  Mary  E.  Garrett  European 
Fellowship. 

Nettie  M.  Stevens,  M.  A.,  of 
Leland  Stanford  University, 
graduate  scholar  in  Biology,  has 
been  nominated  for  the  Presi- 
dent's European  Fellowship. 

Ellen  Deborah  Ellis  has  been 
nominated  for  the  1901  Euro- 
pean Fellowship. 


In    Bi    they    teach    the    maxim 

glum. 
From  a  single  cell  we  all  have 

come. 
I    would    rather    begin     (as    I 

frankly  tell), 
Than  end  my  life  in  a  single  cell. 
A.  M.  K.,  '03. 
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The  Senior  Sale. 

Scene  :  A  Senior's  study.  Ar- 
tistically arranged  and  toned 
down,  by  four  years'  usage,  to  an 
appearance  of  liveableness.  The 
Senior  sits  by  the  window  reading 
German.  Knock  at  the  door. 
Enter  a  Freshman  and  a  Junior. 
Senior  (who  hasn't  the  slight- 
est idea  who  either  of  them  is 
and  consequently  is  troubled  for 
a  greeting). — Oh — er — how  do 
you  do?    What 

Junior. — We  saw  your  adver- 
tisement. 

Freshman. — And  I  claimed 
it 


Junior  (with  a  frown  at  Fresh- 
man).— And  we've  come  to  see 
what  you  have  to  sell. 

Senior.  —  Certainly,  look 

around.  Everything  is  for  sale 
except  those  two  pictures  and 
the  china  dog. 

Freshman  (hastily). — O  we 
don't  want  the  china  dog.  Er — 
those  curtains — how  much — 

Senior. — Three  dollars. 

Junior  (boldly  examining 
them). — The  hems  are  very  nar- 
row at  the  bottom 

Senior  (cheerfully). — O  that 
is  because  I  turned  them  upside 
down — they  were  a  little  faded. 
The  wide  hems  are  at  the  top. 

Junior. — I  see. 

Senior  (encouragingly). — But 
they're  all  the  same  color  now, 
top  and  bottom  both. 

Freshman. — I  like  that  Morris 
chair  (goes  over  to  it,  puts  hand 
on  arm  of  it). 

Senior  (anxiously). — O  don't 
touch ! 


Freshman. — I  beg  pardon. 

Senior. — Nothing,  nothing. 
(As  she  speaks  the  chair  flat- 
tens out,  the  arms  fall  in,  the 
slats  clatter  on  the  floor.) 

Junior. — Why,  it  isn't  in  very 
good  order? 

Senior. — All  it  needs  is  a  little 
glue.  I  haven't  had  time  to  keep 
it  up  to  the  mark  lately,  on  ac- 
count of  Orals. 

Freshman  ( who  has  been  look- 
ing approvingly  at  tea  table). — 
That's  an  awfully  pretty  tea- 
table.    How  much  is  it? 

Senior  (eagerly). — A  dollar. 

Freshman  ( enthusiastically) , 
— How  cheap ! 

Junior  (suspiciously  picks  up 
corner  of  cover  and  sees  state  of 
table  top) . — Dear  me !  The  var- 
nish is  off  and  it's  rather  discol- 
ored. 

Senior  (quickly). — O,  I  throw 
in  the  table  cover !  (Junior  looks 
dubious  and  turns  to  examine 
rugs  on  floor.) 

Junior. — Will  you  sell  that 
rug? 

Senior  (standing  carefully 
over  a  large  spot). — Yes  indeed  ! 
Two  and  a  half  is  dirt  cheap. 

Junior. — Is  that  a  spot  you're 
standing  on,  or  the  pattern  ? 

Freshman  (in  horror  to 
Junior) . —  Oh  —  you'll  offend 
her! 

Senior  (sheepishly). — I  think 
there  is  a  spot.  (Moves  away 
and  discovers  a  variegated  stain 
about  a  foot  in  diameter.)  Sure 
enough  !  I  remember  now  ;  it  is 
the  place  where  the  kerosene 
leaked  down  and  got  on  fire,  and 
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we  put  it  out  with  condensed 
milk.  That  was  Freshman  year 
at  a  fudge  party.  Twenty-two 
Freshmen,  one  chair,  and  three 
chafing  dishes  going !  Somebody 
tipped  the  lamp  over.  You  never 
have  such  fun  nowadays. 

Freshman  ( wide-eyed  ) . — It 
must  have  been  sport. 

Junior  (drily). — I'm  afraid  I 
don't  want  the  rug. 

Freshman  (timidly). — I  think 
I'll  take  it  as  a  memento. 

Senior  (touched). — You  may 
have  it  for  fifty  cents. 

(During  this  bargain  the 
Junior  has  been  examining  sofa- 
pillows,  desk  and  dilapidated 
crockery ;  and  moving  away  from 
each  without  remark.  Finally 
she  stops  before  mantelpiece  and 
says  hesitatingly). — I  think  I'll 
take  that  picture. 

Senior. — On  second  thought  I 
don't  think  I'll  let  it  go.  I  used 
to  be  very  fond  of  that  picture. 
No,  I'll  keep  that. 

Junior. — Well,  the  book 
shelves  then;  I  need  more  book 
shelves. 

Senior. — They're  not  mine ; 
I'm  storing  them  for  a  friend. 

Junior. — What  else  is  there? 

Senior  (with  dignity). — You 
have  been  shown  innumerable 
things  and  have  despised  them. 
You  are  very  hard  to  please.  I 
am  afraid  we  can't  trade. 

Junior  (haughtily). — I  rather 
like  the  china  dog. 

Senior  (with  horror  in  face 
and  tone). — Part  with  Fido?  Do 
you  think  me  utterly  without 
heart.    Good-morning. 


Freshman    ( meekly ) . — Thank 
you  for  selling  me  the  rug. 

Senior. — You're  very  welcome. 
Cash  on   delivery.     And   say  a 
good    word    for    me    to    your 
friends.    I  fear — (with  a  twinkle 
towards  Junior)    Freshmen  are 
my  only  hope.   ( Bows  them  out. ) 
Curtain. 
E.  T.  D.,  1901. 
M.  D.  M.,  1901. 


The  Easter  Rabbit. 

Once  a  surly  Easter  rabbit 
Went  and  hid  himself  away 

For  he  said,  "  'Tis  not  my  habit 
To  appear  on  Easter  day." 

All  the  little  girls  and  boys 
Sought    that    rabbit    far    and 
wide 

"Here's  an  end  to  Easter  joys," 
Each  one  disappointed  cried. 

And  the  Easter  rabbit  sneered 
Laughed  in  his  sarcastic  way, 

Said  he  really  rather  feared 
He  had   spoiled  their   Easter 
day. 

But  a  hunter  found  the  place 

Where  the  rabbit  hidden  lay, 
And, — tho'    pleading    hard    for 
grace, 
Dragged  him  back  for  Easter 
day. 

ENVOI. 

For  all  ye  who  thus  offend 
Punishment  will  never  fail, 

Selfish  ones  your  morals  mend, 
Heed  the  warning  of  this  tale. 
G.  F.  W.,  '04. 
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I'm  the  best  thing  in  the  PHIL- 
ISTINE, 

(This  joke  has  never  failed), 
And  not  because  I  look  so  fine, 
But  since  I  am  cur-tailed. 


to-/£fc9 


Founder's  Lecture4 

On  Wednesday  evening, 
March  27,  Mr.  James  Wood  de- 
livered the  last  lecture  of  the 
year  in  the  series  of  Founder's 
Lectures.  The  subject  was 
"Quaker  Freedom  of  Thought." 

Mr.  Wood  began  by  some  gen- 
eral statements  concerning 
thought.     The  act  of  thinking, 


starting  from  what  is  determi- 
nate and  reaching  out  into  new 
regions,  may  be  pursued  in  either 
of  two  ways,  either  hampered  by 
the  rules,  opinions  and  dicta  of 
others,  or  naturally,  along  the 
lines  of  the  mind  of  the  individ- 
ual. The  latter  is  the  manner  of 
thought  encouraged  by  the  be- 
liefs and  customs  of  the  Quakers. 

It  is  almost  impossible  to 
think  of  thought  as  entirely  free, 
for  even  when  a  restricting  in- 
fluence is  not  at  work  directly  on 
the  mind,  the  power  is  great  of 
the  early  training  and  en- 
vironment which  have  helped  to 
mould  it.  And  in  the  Quakers 
there  is  a  greater  power  for  free 
thought  than  in  other  people  be- 
cause of  an  environment  espe- 
cially conducive  to  it. 

It  is  not  that  the  Society  of 
Friends  is  cut  off  and  separate 
from  the  rest  of  the  Christian 
Church  that  its  members  have 
this  peculiar  freedom ;  it  has  re- 
ceived the  common  great  inheri- 
tance of  religious  belief.  The 
Bible  to  them  too  is  a  revelation 
of  God's  will  to  man ;  where  they 
differ  from  the  other  sects  is  in 
their  cutting  away  from  it  all 
the  human  deductions,  all  the 
customs  and  usages  that  have 
grown  up  around  it.  To  each 
Quaker  the  Bible  is  a  chart  to  be 
used  in  his  journey,  and  to  be 
understood  by  each  as  best  he 
may. 

The  organism  of  the  Quaker 
Church  is  particularly  suited  to 
the  development  of  freedom  and 
independence  of  thought.    There 
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are  no  restrictions,  no  sacerdotal 
powers,  no  courts.  Each  mem- 
ber has  the  right  to  take  part  in 
the  management  of  the  Church, 
and  to  sit  in  the  highest  court, 
and  no  distinction  is  drawn  on 
account  of  sex.  The  fact  that 
each  member,  man  or  woman, 
may  become  a  minister  brings 
each  face  to  face  with  a  great 
responsibility,  and  that  no  theo- 
logical training  is  necessary, 
causes  variety  and  freedom  of 
view.  Thus  it  is  in  the  power 
of  each  one  to  settle  his  own 
questions  free  and  untrammeled. 
In  this  way,  Mr.  Wood  said,  the 
principle  governing  the  Society 
of  Friends  was  the  logical  con- 
clusion of  the  Protestant  Re- 
formation. 

These  being  the  opportunities 
of  the  Quaker,  he  went  on  to  say 
that  the  answer  to  the  question 
as  to  whether  or  not  they  bore 
fruit  was  both  no  and  yes.  In 
this  Church  as  everywhere  else 
there  are  people  who  miss  their 
opportunities  and  for  them  the 
result  is  often  narrowness  and 
stupidity.  But  on  the  other  hand 
there  are  many  noble  examples 
of  the  results  of  their  organiza- 
tion, and  under  divine  guidance 
it  leads  not  to  impotence  and  nar- 
rowness   but    to    freedom    and 


power. 


G.  M.,  '03. 


The      Honey-Comb       Man's 
Story. 

Here  is  a  story  that  was  told 
me  by  the  Honey-Comb  Man 
and  you  can  believe  it  or  not,  as 


you  like,  but  the  Honey-Comb 
Man  says  it  is  true  and  he  is  a 
Welsh  man,  so  he  ought  to  know ; 
for  it  is  about  Bryn  Mawr,  and 
Bryn  Mawr,  as  you  may  have 
heard,  is  Welsh,  too.  Well,  the 
Honey-Comb  Man  said  (of 
course  you  know  who  he  is;  he 
walks  up  and  down  Montgomery 
avenue  with  a  basket  of  honey 
combs  on  his  head)  ;  well, he  said, 
and  he  ought  to  know,  that  once 
upon  a  time  there  wasn't  any 
Bryn  Mawr  College  at  all,  but 
just  a  Bryn  Mawr,  which  is  a 
high  hill  in  Welsh,  for  the 
Honey-Comb  Man  being  Welsh 
talks  Welsh,  you  know.  On  the 
top  of  this  hill  lived  a  Welsh 
Rabbit.  Now  this  Welsh  Rab- 
bit was  a  very  large  and  horrible 
beast  and  one  day  he  carried  off 
a  beautiful  Welsh  maiden,  who 
lived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  to  his 
own  tower  on  the  top  of  the  hill, 
and  there  he  made  her  live  and 
eat  nothing  but  boiled  eggs  for 
four  whole  years.  Perhaps  you 
don't  believe  that  anyone  could 
live  on  boiled  eggs  for  four 
whole  years,  but  the  Honey- 
Comb  Man  says  it  is  true,  and 
he  ought  to  know.  By  the  end  of 
that  time  the  maiden  thought  she 
knew  everything  there  was  to 
know — at  least  about  boiled  eggs, 
so  when  the  rabbit  came  in  one 
spring  morning  with  her  eggs, 
and  she  saw  that  they  were  all 
blue  and  green  and  yellow,  she 
was  a  good  deal  astonished,  but 
the  rabbit  told  her  it  was  Easter 
and  all  eggs  were  like  that  on 
Easter,  so  she  put  them  in  a  big 
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kettle  and  set  them  over  the  fire. 
Pretty  soon  they  began  to  boil 
and  she  said,  "O  Welsh  Rabbit, 
Welsh  Rabbit,  come  see  how 
pretty  the  red  and  blue  and  green 
eggs  look  when  they  boil !"  The 
Welsh  Rabbit  came  and  looked 
over  the  edge  of  the  kettle  and 
he  leaned  over  so  far  that  the 
maiden  had  to  give  him  just  a 
little  push  and  in  he  went  head 
foremost  on  top  of  the  eggs 
smashing  them  all.  Then  the 
maiden  took  a  long  spoon  and 
stirred  and  stirred  in  the  kettle, 
and  at  last  when  he  was  all  nicely 
cooked  she  ate  up  the  whole  of 
the  Welsh  Rabbit,  and  that  was 
the  first  Welsh  Rabbit  anyone 
ever  ate  in  Bryn  Mawr. 

Then  the  maiden  ran  away 
from  the  hill  as  fast  as  she 
could.  But  after  a  while  she 
came  back  with  a  great  many 
other  maidens,  whom  she  per- 
suaded to  live  on  the  hill  and  eat 
all  the  Welsh  Rabbits  they  could 
find.  But  when  they  can't  find 
any  they  mostly  eat  boiled  eggs, 
like  the  Welsh  maiden.  And 
that  is  how  there  came  to  be  a 
college  at  Bryn  Mawr,  at  least 
so  the  Honey-Comb  Man  says, 
and  he  ought  to  know. 

F.  W.  C,  '02. 


Record  Marking. 

The  annual  record-marking 
was  held  in  the  Gymnasium, 
Tuesday  afternoon,  March  19,  in 
the  presence  of  an  enthusiastic 
gallery  of  spectators.  The  fact 
that  four  records  were  broken, 
in  standing  broad  jump  by  Fran- 


cis Adams,  and  in  running  high 
jump,  standing  broad  jump  and 
ring  high  jump  by  Ethel  Pfaff, 
makes  this  meeting  very  impor- 
tant in  the  history  of  the  Ath- 
letic Association. 

The  results  of  the  various 
events  are  as  follows : 

Fifteen  yard  dash,  won  by 
Francis  Adams,  '02.  Time,  2j4 
seconds. 

Rope  climbing,  won  by  Fannie 
Sinclair,  '01.    Time,  21  seconds. 

Running  high  jump,  won  by 
Ethel  Pfaff,  '04.  Height,  4  feet 
3  inches. 

Standing  high  jump,  won  by 
Ethel  Pfaff,  '04.  Height,  3  feet 
3  inches. 

Vault,  won  by  Ethel  Pfaff,  '04. 
Height,  4  feet  1  1-10  inches. 

High  kick,  won  by  Francis 
Adams,  '02.  Height,  6  feet  4  4-5 
inches. 

Hurdles,  won  by  Ethel  Pfaff, 
'04.    Time,  31-5  seconds. 

Standing  broad  jump,  won  by 
Francis  Adams,  '02.  Length,  6 
feet  9  inches. 

Ring  high  jump,  won  by  Ethel 
Pfaff,  '04.  Height,  6  feet  11 
inches. 

E.  M.  G.,  '02. 


The  Swimming  Contest. 

The  third  annual  swimming 
match  took  place  on  Tuesday, 
March  26.  The  number  of  con- 
testants was  smaller  than  had 
been  expected,  but  warm  enthusi- 
asm was  shown  throughout  by 
the  spectators,  and  great  good 
humor  on  the  part  of  the  com- 
petitors.   The  most  exciting  con- 
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test  of  the  evening  was  the  140 
foot  swim,  won  by  Eleanor  Mc- 
Cormick,  '04. 

The  results  of  the  events  are 
as  follows : 

Riding  on  boards,  singles, 
140  feet,  H.  Amy,  '04.  Time,  2 
minutes  14  seconds. 

Riding  on  boards,  doubles,  140 


feet,  H.  S.  Peck,  '03,  and  M. 
Rumery,  '04.  Time,  2  minutes 
54  seconds. 

140  foot  swim,  E.  McCormick, 
'04.    Time,  44  seconds. 

Swim  on  back,  140  feet,  M. 
Haines,  '02.    Time,  1  minute. 

Obstacle  race,  M.  Rockwell, 
'04.  Time,  1  minute  25  seconds. 
M.  M.,  '03. 


Mary,   trim    and    literary,   how 
does  you  essay  grow  ? 
With  sobs  and  tears 
And  sighs  and  fears 
And  little  "fails"  all  in  a  row. 
L.  L.,  '04. 
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Class  Song  of  1904. 

Tune  :    "Die  guten  Comeraden." 
Oh,  we  proudly  raise  our  voices, 
We,  the  class  of  nineteen  four, 
As  we  join  the  loyal  chorus 
Of  the  classes  gone  before. 
A  song  of  praise  we're  singing 
Our  homage  to  thee  bringing 
All  Hail  to  thee,  Bryn  Mawr, 
All  Hail  to  thee,  Bryn  Mawr. 

Still  thro'out  our  life  at  college 
May  be  battle  for  our  right 
Loyal  to  our  Alma  Mater 
And  her  flag  of  gold  and  white ; 
Whatever  lot  betides  us, 
Her  beacon  still  shall  guide 
All  Hail  to  thee,  Bryn  Mawr, 
All  Hail  to  thee,  Bryn  Mawr. 


A  Cat-Tale. 

I  am  afraid  you  are  sick  of 
animal  stories,  but  my  tale  has  a 
moral,  so  please  listen  to  it. 
Yes,  I  am  a  little  hoarse;  my 
voice  has  stuck  in  my  throat  ever 
since  the  last  time  they  glued  my 
head  on. 

I  live  on  the  mantelpiece, 
where  the  society  is  very  select 
— all  except  the  candlesticks, 
brassy  things  ! — but  nevertheless 
I  am  lonely.  Of  course  there  are 
girls  always  in  the  room,  beside 
a  rubber  pig  which  blows  up  and 
down,  but  they  are  uncongenial, 
and  there  are  times  when  I  long 
so  for  anything  in  the  shape  of 
a  cat  to  talk  to,  that  I  believe  I 
would  welcome  even  a  catechism. 
Well,  one  morning  T  turned  my 


head,  and  there  stood  another 
white  cat  beside  me.  I  felt  sorry 
for  the  poor  thing,  because  she 
was  rather  small,  and  then  one  of 
her  eyes  was  washed  out,  and 
the  careless  creature  had  spilled 
ink  on  her  tail.  But  I  smiled,  to 
encourage  her,  and  the  other  cat 
smiled,  too,  which  was  very 
pleasant,  for  a  while,  but  dear 
me!  she  kept  on  smiling,  till  at 
last  I  said : 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  stop!" 
Then  the  insolent  creature  wrin- 
kled up  her  nose  at  me,  so  that  I 
raised  my  back  and  growled,  to 
try  her  spirit.  If  you'll  believe 
me  she  humped  her  back,  so  of 
course  I  lifted  my  paw  just  to 
teach  that  cat  who  had  been  on 
the  mantelpiece  first. 

Then — Gracious  !  It  was  my 
own  reflection  in  the  glass  ! 

A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


The  Way  You  Do  It. 

By  "One  Who  Has  Been 
There/' 

When  "you  are  it" 
To  write  a  skit 

To  please  the  Phil., — 
First  you  maul 
And  overhaul 

Your  feeble  skill. 
Next  you  think 
You're  on  the  brink 

Of  something  fine, 
But  ten  to  one 
Ere  you  are  done 

It's  bad  as  mine. 
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Our  Infernal  Friends  Again. 


"Monday  afternoon !"  ex- 
claimed Shakespeare,  dropping 
his  battledoor. 

"Well,  what  of  it?"  asked 
Henry  the  Eighth  as  he  surrep- 
titiously put  Shakespeare's  shut- 
tlecock into  his  pocket. 

"What  of  it?  Don't  you 
know  ?  Why,  this  is  the  day  that 
my  ten  meet." 

"O  dear,"  said  Henry  the 
Eighth.  "What  made  you  re- 
mind me?  I  belong  to  Xan- 
tippe's  ten,  and  the  ill-natured 
creature  has  invited  all  my  wives 
to  join.  A  pretty  time  I  shall 
have  of  it." 

"Too  bad,"  said  Shakespeare 
with  a  highly  pleased  expression. 
"Well,  good-bye,  old  boy.    And, 


by  the  way,  before  I  go  will  you 
just  be  good  enough  to  return 
me  my  shuttlecock.  Ah,  thanks. 
'Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender 
be'  is  a  maxim  of  mine,  you 
know.  Good-bye.  Give  my  love 
to  Catherine,  Ann  Boleyn  and  the 
rest." 

"Ugh!  What  an  ill-bred  fel- 
low !"  muttered  Henry  the 
Eighth  shaking  his  fist  at  the 
back  of  Shakespeare's  head.  If 
only  I  were  King  of  England 
again,  and  that  penny  scribbler 
were  my  subject!  We'd  see 
which  could  plav  the  cleverest 
joke." 

In  Shakespeare's  room  six  or 
eight  different  shades  sat  sewing 
busily. 
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"Where  is  William?"  said 
Peter  the  Great. 

"Here  he  comes,"  said  Na- 
poleon, "reciting"  Hamlet's  solil- 
oquy as  usual." 

"  'Thus  conscience  doth  make 
cowards  of  us  all.  ( Ha !  fine 
line,  that.) 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  reso- 
lu ' 

"Hello!  You're  all  here,  are 
you?"  said  Shakespeare. 

"All  but  Munchausen,"  said 
Peter  the  Great.  "He's  lost,  you 
know." 

"O  well,"  said  Milton,  "if  he 
would  insist  on  going"  off  and 
playing  hare-and-hounds  by  him- 
self, what  could  he  expect.  He'll 
be  back  after  a  while  with  a  new 
adventure  to  tell  us." 

"Here,  Billy,"  said  Johnson, 
"take  this  pillow-case  and  finish 
it.    You  know  I  hate  to  sew." 

"Ah,  but  a  ghost  who  can  sew 
and  won't  sew  should  be  made  to 
sew.  Isn't  that  'sew?"  said 
Shakespeare. 

"May  I  come  in?"  called  a 
voice  from  without. 

"Why  it's  Michael  Angelo ! 
Come  right  in,  Mike,  old  fellow. 
How's  the  bust  getting  along?" 
said  Shakespeare. 

"Oh  don't  mention  it,"  said 
Michael  Angelo.  "There  isn't 
any  satisfying  Satan,  as  you 
ought  to  know  since  you  wrote 
that  sonnet  to  his  eye-brow.  I've 
done  his  horns  over  at  least  fifty 
times,  and  he  isn't  suited  yet. 
'Do  you  want  me  to  look  like  a 


goat?'  he  yells  at  me,  and  tears 
off  after  his  pitchfork,  which  he 
never  finds  because  I've  hidden 
it  under  Richard  the  Third's  bed. 
If  it  ever  comes  to  light  I  feel 
sorry  for  Richard." 

"Why  look  here,"  cried  Peter 
the  Great.  "This  shirt-sleeve 
I've  been  making  has  turned  out 
to  be  something  else.  A  hand- 
kerchief, I  think.  What  shall  I 
do  about  it?" 

"Stop  sewing,"  said  Johnson, 
"and  come  over  here  with  me. 
We'll  play  dice." 

"You  can't,"  said  Napoleon; 
"two  of  the  dice  are  gone." 

"Ah !  Another  Paradise  Lost," 
murmured  Milton. 

"Did  you  know  that  William 
the  Conqueror  and  Cervantes  are 
making  fudge?"  said  Michael 
Angelo. 

"What !"  cried  Peter  the  Great 
and  Johnson,  jumping  up,  while 
Shakespeare  gave  such  a  start 
that  his  needle  ran  into  his  fin- 
ger. 

"Fudge  with  nuts  in  it  I 
think,"  added  Michael  Angelo 
reflectively. 

"Oh  come  along!"  cried  Na- 
poleon. "Let's  pay  them  a  visit 
at  once.  Never  mind  the  sewing. 
Carlyle  can  finish  it.  He  knows 
all  about  tailoring  and  such 
things." 

"Aren't  you  coming,  Billy?" 
asked  Peter  the  Great  looking 
back  from  the  door. 

But  Shakespeare  paid  no  at- 
tention. He  was  gazing  mourn- 
fully at  his  pricked  finger  and 
murmuring, 
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'Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean 
wash  this  blood 

Clean  from  my  hand  ?  No ;  this 
my  hand  will  rather 

The  multitudinous  seas  incarna- 
dine." 


Some  Verses  for  the  "  Phil." 

When  every  inspiration's  gone 

And  thoughts  have  sped  away 
And  I  am  happy  revelling 

In  such  a  lazy  day, 
Then  does  the  editor  come  forth 

And  asks  me  if  I  will 
Just  set  about  and  turn  her  out 

Some  verses  for  the  Phil. 

She  knows  I  have  no  happy  touch 
And  that  I  cannot  write 

A  verse  whose  rhythm  is  not  bad 
And  all  I  say  is  trite. 

Yet  "words  are  words"  she  says 
to  me 

"So  take  your  tiresome  quill 

And  set  about  and  turn  me  out 
Some  verses  for  the  Phil/' 

Sometimes  the  verses  are  so  bad 

They  never  come  to  view 
And  other  times  they  stick  them 
in — 

I  don't  know  why  they  do. 
But  every  time  that  I  am  asked 

I  think  I'll  go  on  still 
And  set  about  and  then  turn  out 

Some  verses  for  the  Phil. 


The  Recital. 

On  Monday  afternoon,  March 
1 8,  the  concert  of    the  Kneisel 


Quartet  brought  this  season's 
musical  recitals  in  the  gymna- 
sium to  a  successful  close.  The 
program  offered  was  an  unusu- 
ally interesting  one  and  was  en- 
joyed by  a  moderate-sized  but 
appreciative  audience. 

The  music  committee  is  really 
to  be  congratulated  for  the  op- 
portunities it  has  given  us  to 
hear  truly  fine  music.  The  four 
concerts  it  offered  this  year  af- 
forded an  agreeable  variety. 
They  were :  a  piano  recital  by 
Mr.  Cortlandt  Palmer,  two  Knei- 
sel Quartet  concerts,  and  a  song 
recital  by  Mme.  Schumann- 
Heink. 

In  addition  to  the  regular  ser- 
ies of  recitals  this  year  there  is 
to  be  one  extra  concert  on  May 
20,  voluntarily  given  by  Mme. 
Schumann-Heink,  under  the  au- 
spices of  the  committee.  That 
the  committee  outdid  itself  last 
January  in  obtaining  this  great 
artist  to  appear  before  us,  all 
those  will  readily  concede  who 
heard  the  singer's  vast  and  sym- 
pathetic voice  fill  the  gymnasium 
with  melody.  Let  us  hope  that 
all  due  success  attend  its  project, 
for  we  have  been  enabled  by  its 
efforts  to  develop  a  side  of  our 
natures  but  too  easily  neglected 
amid  the  numerous  demands  of 
our  college  life,  and  we  should, 
therefore,  co-operate  with  it  more 
heartily  than  heretofore  in  its 
endeavors  to  bring  good  music 
and  great  musicians  to  Bryn 
Mawr  Collesre. 
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'89- 

Emily  Greene  Balch  is  visiting 

the  College  with  Miss  Hart,  of 
Wellesley.  They  are  investigat- 
ing the  Self-Government  Asso- 
ciation. 

'93- 
Ruth  Emerson  is  to  be  mar- 
ried to  Mr.  Fletcher,  of  England, 
early  in  June. 

'95- 
Sue   Fowler  and   Mary   Ellis 
expect  to  travel  together  in  Eu- 
rope this  summer. 

.    '96. 
Ida  Ogilvie  has  been  visiting 
Miss  Bascom  at  the  Low  Build- 
ings. 

'99- 
Kate     Middendorf     has     an- 
nounced her  engagement  to  Mr. 


Harry  Blackwell,  of  Trenton, 
N.J. 

Charlotte  Mitchell  is  studying 
at  the  Woman's  Medical  College, 
where  Martha  Tracy,  '98,  is  also 
taking  a  course. 

Kate  Houghton  visited  here  at 
the  time  of  the  last  College  re- 
ception. 

Margaret  Hall  was  at  Bryn 
Mawr  for  the  Glee  Club  concert. 


1900. 

Mary  Kilpatrick  and  Maud 
Lowry  spent  a  day  here  early  in 
March. 


1901. 
Margaret  Guest  Blackwell  has 
announced    her    engagement  to 
Mr.  Roland  Jessup   Mulford,  of 
Baltimore. 


In  Gym. 

Every   time   in   "gym"   I've   no- 
ticed, 

Watching  carefully, 
All  the  kinds  of  apparatus 

That  my  eye  can  see, 


Though    at    first    each    species 

passes 
Uniform  throughout  the  classes, 
vSome    are    different    from    the 

masses 
As  a  thing  can  be. 
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Eighty  wands  of  different  sizes 
Seem  a  choiceless  band ; 

But  there's  one  I  know  the  in- 
stant 
It  is  in  my  hand. 

If  you  move,  it  will  endeavor 

From  your  hand  to   twist  and 
sever ; 

This  I  ought  to  know,  for  ever 
Do  I  draw  this  wand. 

On  the  vaulting-pole  ( I've  found 
it 

Every  time  I  try), 
Is  a  weak  spot  in  the  structure, 

Hidden  to  the  eye. 
Every  time  I  take  my  stand  there 
I  contrive  to  put  my  hand  there ; 
Yet  no  other  girl  can  land  there, 

Vaulting  low  or  high. 

M.  U.,  '04. 


Yc  Ballad  of  Ye  Fatal  Folly. 

"All  hope  abandon,  ye  who  enter 
here." 

Hark,  hark,  the  dogs  do  bark 
The  beggars  are  coming  to  town 


Some  in  rags 

And  some  in  tags 

And  some  in  velvet  gowns. 

Why  O  why 
Did  each  one  buy 
Clothes  so  strange  to  see, 
For  surely  never 
Would  sane  maid  ever 
Dress  so  fantastically. 

The  reason,  eke, 

'S  not  far  to  seek, 

They  caught  the  auction  craze 

Each  buys  old  bags 

And  tattered  tags 

And  looks  around  for  praise. 

So  hark,  hark,  hark, 

How  dogs  do  bark 

At  the  beggars  they  see  'round 

town, 
Large  togs  on  small, 
Short  skirts  on  tall, 
And  nobody  wears  her  own. 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


The  Development  of  the  Grind. 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


"SOROSIS" 

It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 


SCHREIBER    &   KERR 


Ladies'  'Cailors 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET.... 

PHILADELPHIA 


Gowns  ££■?-£ 

Yachting,  and  Costumes  for  all 
kinds  of  Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 
times    J«     Jt     J*    J*    J*    J*     J* 


f  rrfTTTTTTTTTTTTT  tTTT  TTTTTTTTTTTT  T 


■  mllim  » 
TTTTTTTTf    1 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

Manufacturers  Ct»rn*    «  .    +.• 

of       ollOe  Specialties 

Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  north  nth  St.,  Philadelphia 

VAN  HORN  &  SON 

121  North  ^^V  . 

SSUSS.*.  Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


Furs 


We  shall  Sell  All  % 

Our  Furs  at  w 

|  Enormous  Reductions  « 

W  From  Marten  to  Finest  Russian  W. 

JK  Sables,  in    every   shape,  from  the  ?» 

jk  smallest  Collarette  to  the  Carriage  y 

Jg  and  Automobile  Robes.    Particular  ^ 

\y.  attention  is  requested  to  the  Fur-  y 

w  lined  Cloth  Coats  and  "Wraps   for  g( 

X  Ladies.  Jg 

JE  This  is  an  unusual  opportunity  when  the  X 

JK  superb  quality  and  style  of  our  furs  is  consid-  X 

w  Blaylock  &  Blynn  | 

|  824-826  Chestnut  Street  | 
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"The  Ritten- 

A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5#00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Corr£Xfi%nee 

SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"TheThompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


#45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt,inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
KKS8  9io  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  dellcloua 

Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

1316  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOICS  and...... 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


DREKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  Lunches 
■erred  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh   St. 

Philadelphia 


McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures 


and. 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  vary  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jeweilry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

OHBSTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE 


19 


George  W*  Burke 

J  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Far  Lined  Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 
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Hair  Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


Attractive      tfM  popular 
Wall  Papers-W  ""CES 

A.  L.  Dl ANIENT  <£  CO. 
1624.  CHESTNUT  STREET,  PHILA..,  PA. 

tub  Bisk  Iiwr  PHannclis^ 

OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.   All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON   <&   SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J>  J*  >  J* 
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♦Express  Trains. 


tDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  Tours 


The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address  Geo.  W.  Boyd, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,   Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

The  last  of  this  season's  affairs, 
I  mean,  of  course,  the  Philosoph- 
ical Club,  is  past.  For  the  last 
time  this  year  one  hundred  and 
fifty  of  us,  arrayed  in  our  most 
brilliant  plumage,  have  enjoyed 
the  vigorous  mental  browse  and 
light  physical  refreshment  that 
this  festive  function  offers.  For 
the  last  time  we  have  watched 
the  elect  look  unconcerned  and 
make  small  talk  with  the  great 


and  the  few  strange  like-every- 
body-elses  that  stray  into  our 
midst  on  such  occasions.  And 
at  length  satiated  with  these 
social  pleasures  and  unexcited 
by  possibilities  of  any  more,  all 
our  interests  turn  to  basket-ball. 
Everything  is  basket-ball.  The 
usual  lofty  and  inspiring  themes 
of  the  breakfast,  luncheon  and 
dinner-table  (flights  on  Darwin, 
the  earthworm,  and  the  possible 
age  of  the  biological  laboratory 
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fish)  have  simmered  down  into 
constantly  recurring  discussions 
of  what  is  and  what  is  not  good 
for  "our  wind."  Five  o'clock  teas 
have  become  bread  and  butter 
and  water  parties,  or  else  nothing 
at  all.  Midnight  chocolates  have 
vanished  completely;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  we  notice  an  alarm- 
ingly unnatural  tendency  to  arise 
before  dawn,  so  that  quite  fre- 
quently the  first  rays  of  the  sun, 
creeping  above  the  horizon,  sur- 
prise an  early  morning  basket- 
ball game.  Thus  it  is  that  voices 
under  one's  window,  discussing 
the  state  of  the  grass,  have  be- 
come a  veritable  cock's  crow  to 
the  wary.  But  all  are  not  wary, 
for  it  is  told  that  not  long  ago  a 
nervous  sleeper  was  convinced 
by  these  sounds  that  it  must  be 
at  least  eleven  and  one-half  min- 
utes after  eight,  with  the  distress- 
ing result  that  she  leapt  into  her 
clothes  and  sank  in  a  panting 
heap  at  the  dining-room  door  at 
exactly  fifteen  minutes  after  six. 
But  to  return  to  our  subject,  with 
fifteen-minute  quiz  indignation 
duets  and  general  English  read- 
ing commiserating  trios   turned 

into,  "Now  if  we  draw  the 

and  beat  them,  and  get  the 

in  the  finals,  why  victory  is 
ours  !"  ( Somehow  no  one  ever 
tires  of  hearing  this.)  And  pro- 
cessions of  squaw-like  figures  in 
golf  capes  and  tousled  heads,  go- 
ing to  and  from  the  athletic  field, 
and  bits  of  lemon  adorning  the 
grass  in  various  portions  of  the 
campus,  make  it  not  difficult  to 
discern  what  is  uppermost  in  the 
College  mind. 


But  in  our  enthusiasm  and 
greed  for  championship,  let  us  be 
careful  to  preserve  that  tone 
which  betokens  the  highest  form 
of  civilization.  Let  us  try  hard 
to  suppress  those  savage  grim- 
aces of  joy,  which  will  somehow 
creep  on  to  our  faces  when  our 
hated  rival's  star  forward  sprains 
her  ankle.  If  we  must  exult, 
let  our  exultations  leap  forth  only 
in  the  innermost  recesses  of  our 
Sanctum  Sanctorum. 


The  Philistine  has  lately 
heard  insinuations  as  to  the  an- 
tiquity of  its  jokes  and  subject 
matter,  and  the  meagreness  of  its 
menu,  that  have  exerted  a  rather 
depressing  influence  on  its  usual 
flow  of  wit.  The  jokes  are 
feeble,  the  Philistine  admits, 
perhaps  a  little  like  the  "Ensa" 
one  in  the  "Fortune  Teller,"  "a 
yoke  vat  no  mousik  could  kill," 
and  which,  too,  by  the  way,  no 
sane  man  would  recognize.  But, 
perhaps,  these  same  insinuators 
don't  realize  that  the  Philis- 
tine, in  representing  the  College, 
represents  them  as  well.  If  they 
realized  this  fact  they  would  not 
carp  and  complain  behind  our 
backs,  but  come  to  the  rescue 
with  something  truly  inimitable 
in  the  way  of  material,  some- 
thing that  even  they  would  recog- 
nize as  witty — something  which, 
like  the  proverbial  bay-tree, 
would  grow  and  flourish  and 
make  joyful  the  pages  of  the 
Philistine  for  years  to  come. 
The  Philistine  is  really  de- 
lighted that  the  wits  of  the  Col- 
lege are  at  length  aroused  to  in- 
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terest  and  a  consciousness  of 
their  power,  and,  expecting 
marvels  from  their  pens,  holds 
forth  to  an  otherwise  indulgent 
public  the  pleasing  prospect  of 
many,  many  clever  things  to 
come. 


Notice. 

The  College  Breakfast  will  be 
given  in  the  College  Gymnasium 
at  12  M.  on  Wednesday,  June 
5.  Tickets  can  be  obtained  un- 
til May  29  of  Ruth  Strong,  23 
Pembroke  East.  The  price  of 
the  tickets  will  be  one  dollar. 


Elizabeth's     Visit     to     Bryn 
Mawr. 

(Apologies  to  Eleanor  Glyn.) 
Bryn  Mawr  College. 

Dearest  Mamma  :  Here  I  am, 
and  of  all  odd  places !  You 
would  never  have  sent  me  if  you 
had  known,  but  I  am  beginning 
to  like  it,  though  Agnese  is  mis- 
erable. She  says  it  is  more  than 
she  can  bear  to  hang  my  evening 
gowns  and  my  bathing  suits  on 
the  same  hook,  and  keep  my  hats 
under  the  bed,  and  bait  the 
mousetrap.  For  there  are  mice 
here,  and  such  a  time  as  I  had 
the  other  night,  Croix-mare  and 
the  Vicomte  were  nothing  to  it! 
I  had  to  sleep  in  the  hall  on  two 
chairs  and  leave  the  room  to  the 
mouse.     Agnese  was  furious. 

Lord  Valmond  has  been  to  see 
me ;  he  left  London  as  soon  as  he 
heard  about  my  departure,  and 
ran  across  in  his  yacht,  and  rode 
down   from    New    York  on   his 


hunter,  so  as  not  to  have  to  travel 
in  these  nasty  public  railway 
coaches.  He  brought  a  huge  box 
of  candy  for  himself,  and  then 
forgot  it,  and  I  kept  it  and  ate 
it  all.  I  don't  see  what  a  man 
wants  of  candy,  do  you?  He 
must  be  a  great  baby,  and  forget- 
ting it  served  him  right. 

He  brought  his  valets  down  in 
victorias ;  and  I  like  a  man  who 
is  particular,  don't  you,  mamma, 
and  who  has  one  valet  for  his 
clothes  and  another  for  his  cigars 
and  boutonnieres  and  such 
things?  Harry  (I  mean  Lord 
Valmond)  always  lets  his  ser- 
vants do  his  talking  for  him,  to 
waiters  and  salespeople  and 
those ;  it's  much  nicer. 

Well,  he  came  down  yesterday, 
very  homesick,  and  I  had  to  be 
nice  to  him.  He  put  up  at  a 
queer  place  in  a  hollow,  where  I 
dined  with  him.  I  know  you 
would  never  have  permitted  it; 
but  I  could  not  take  him  into  the 
dining-hall — he  would  have  died 
of  it — and  it  would  have  been 
rude  to  let  him  dine  alone;  and 
you  have  always  insisted  on  my 
being  courteous  to  guests,  so  it 
was  unavoidable. 

At  dinner,  every  one  talked  in 
whispers,  except  once,  when 
Harry  forgot  himself  and  said, 
"Je  vous  aime !"  very  loud,  and 
there  was  a  dead  silence,  and  I 
had  presence  of  mind  to  add, 
"and  what  did  she  say  to  him 
then?"  Wasn't  it  clever  of  me, 
mamma?  Every  one  was  de- 
ceived. After  dinner  there  was 
to  be  a  ball  in  the  gymnasium,  so 
I  sent  Lord  Valmond    back  to 
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England  and  went.  Would  you 
believe  it  ?  there  were  only  girls  ! 
How  godmamma  would  have 
adored  it!  and  I  came  within  an 
ace  of  being  a  wallflower,  though 
Agnese  had  done  my  hair  charm- 
ingly, and  I  wore  a  jeune  fille 
creation  of  white  tulle — a  Pa- 
quier.  At  last  I  made  friends 
with  a  girl  who  spoke  English 
almost  well — I  could  quite  under- 
stand her;  and  she  was  so 
strange !  She  asked  me  if  I  was 
English  or  Anglicised,  and  I 
said  English ;  and  she  said,  "Are 
you  alone  in  America?"  and  I 
said  yes,  only  Lady  Cecilia  and 
the  Duchess  and  La  Baronne  and 
the  Comte  de  Tournelle  were 
coming  over  to  see  me  shortly; 
and  she  said  the  Duke  of  Argyle 
and  the  Princess  of  Teck  were 
going  to  pop  in  on  her,  shortly. 
And  what  could  she  have  meant, 
dear  mamma,  for  she  looked 
quite  serious,  and  wore  spectacles 
and  a  short  skirt  and  a  year- 
before-last  hat,  and  I  don't  think 
she  could  have  known  those  peo- 
ple at  all. 

Well,  I  must  go  to  bed  now. 
Agnese,  who  sleeps  under  the 
window-seat,  is  tired.  I'm  going 
to  get  an  auto-car  and  take  En- 
sebia  out  riding  every  day.  En- 
sebia  is  such  a  nice  girl.  I  give 
her  half  a  crown  for  every  lec- 
ture she  copies  for  me,  when  I  lie 
abed  till  twelve  after  a  fudge- 
party.  She  spends  the  half 
crowns  treating  me  to  buns  and 
bunches  of  violets,  so  I  don't  see 
that  she  needs  them,  and  can't 
guess  why  she  does  it.  Can  you  ? 
She  is  so  nice;  her  great-grand- 


father was  a  Pilgrim,  and  her 
mother  was  a  Canadian  farm- 
girl,  and  she  is  engaged  to  a  very 
rich  young  man  who  used  to  be 
a  bootblack.  He  is  so  nice,  you 
can't  think !  He  says  a  cousin  of 
his  is  Lord  Valmond's  coachman. 
Such  a  coincidence. 

Please  send  me  the  auto-car  as 
soon  as  you  get  this — one  that 
makes  no  noise. 

Your  loving 

Elizabeth. 

P.  S. — Ensebia  says  that  girl 
was  stuffing  me  to  the  neck  about 
the  Duke  of  Argyle.  She  says 
I  must  either  be  lacking  in  hu- 
mour or  horrid  deep.  Which 
do  you  think  it  is?  I  wish  I 
knew. 


The  D.  S.  E. 

Oh,  this  is  Hades! 
(Apologies  to  S.  M.) 
The  D.  S.  E.  were  holding  a 
secret  meeting,  to  which  not  even 
his  satanic  majesty  was  admitted. 
Indeed,  he  did  not  belong,  nor  is 
he  ever  likely  to,  so  far  as  I 
know.  It  is  a  distinctly  literary 
society  with  which  you  are  all 
familiar,  though  I  cannot  prom- 
ise you,  dear  reader,  that  your 
name  will  ever  be  found  upon 
its  membership  list.  It  was  or- 
ganized years  ago,  and  has  grown 
slowly,  for  only  the  best  recom- 
mended persons  are  considered 
worthy  of  admission.  The  mean- 
ing of  D.  S.  E.  is,  as  you  have 
already  guessed,  Desirable  Sub- 
jects for  Essays;  the  society  color 
is  blue,  and  the  byword  is  "Sen- 
tence Structure." 
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To-night,  as  I  say,  they  were 
holding  a  meeting,  and  the  presi- 
dent, Charles  Lamb,  sat  at  his 
table  in  front,  smiling  with  deli- 
cate humor,  though  the  tragedy 
of  his  inner  life  was  written 
somewhere  on  his  face.  He  is 
the  pillar  of  the  D.  S.  E.,  having 
been  literally  offered  up,  as  the 
lamb  to  the  slaughter,  more  than 
any  one  else.  Wordsworth,  with 
a  daffodil  in  his  buttonhole,  was 
secretary,  and  Stevenson,  who 
was  whistling  with  cheerful  opti- 
mism, was  treasurer.  The  sub- 
ject under  discussion  was  the 
election  of  a  new  member,  and 
two  names  had  been  proposed, 
Julius  Caesar  and  the  Duchess. 

"What  we  want  is  a  new  ele- 
ment," Henry  James  was  saying, 
in  his  English  accent.  "We  are 
all  getting  old,  and  some  of  us 
ought  to  have  resigned  long  ago. 
Moreover,  I  refuse  to  admit  an- 
other member,  as  we  did  Izaak 
Walton  last  year,  simply  for  the 
reason  that  nobody  knows  any- 
thing about  him.  That  is  get- 
ting to  be  altogether  too  popular 
a  recommendation." 

Browning  made  a  speech,  ob- 
jecting to  Julius  Caesar,  but 
somebody  murmured  that  the 
poet  was  simply  jealous  of  a  pos- 
sible member  more  difficult  to 
comprehend  than  himself.  The 
only  four  ladies  of  the  D.  S.  E. 
voted  in  favor  of  the  authoress, 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague, 
in  particular,  declaring  how  glad 
she  would  be  to  welcome  another 
lady  of  rank. 

"But  think  of  the  themes  in 
Caesar !"  cried  Emerson.    "Think 


of  the  personal  element  in  his 
works !  I  cannot  recall  one  bat- 
tle of  which  he  is  not  the  most 
important  figure." 

Then  arose  a  babel  of  voices, 
some  declaring  there  were  themes 
to  be  found  in  the  Duchess 
novels ;  also,  some  declaring 
there  were  not,  until  Lamb  de- 
manded silence. 

"The  way  to  settle  the  mat- 
ter," he  said,  "is  for  each  to  read 
the  Duchess  and  then  give  his 
unbiased  opinion." 

He  sent  for  a  complete  edition 
of  her  works,  and  distributed 
them  among  the  society,  reserv- 
ing "Won  By  Waiting"  for  him- 
self. Newman  carried  off  "The 
Social  Butterfly,"  and  Browning, 
I  noticed,  secured  "Only  Twenty- 
one."  From  all  I  hear  the  D.  S. 
E.  is  still  reading  Duchess  novels, 
and  the  subject  of  a  new  mem- 
ber has  been  dropped. 

A  .M.  K.,  '03. 


When    Knighthood   Went  to 
Seed. 

A  Condensed  Historical  Novel  of 
the  First  Water. 

[The  authors  wish  to  announce 
that  in  some  cases  they  have  al- 
tered history  to  suit  the  exi- 
gencies of  the  plot ;  but,  in  the 
main,  the  story  is  historically 
correct.] 

I. 

"Hold  caitiffs!"  cried  stout 
Gilbert  of  the  Pink  Eye,  breast- 
ing his  way  through  the  pack  of 
snarling  churls  to  where  the  fair, 
clean-limbed  youth  was  strug- 
gling with  a  half-score  brawny 
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halberdiers.  With  a  sweep  of  his 
mailed  arm  he  scattered  the  ruf- 
fians and  caught  the  lad  from 
the  ground.  Before  you  could 
cry  "Ned-Down-the-Dale"  he 
swung  himself  and  his  frail 
charge  stormily  on  the  saddle  of 
Conrad  de  Bel-Mouchoir's  steed 
close  at  hand,  and  thundered  to- 
ward the  camp  of  his  suzerain, 
Coeur-de-Lion,  with  a  thousand 
French  cut-throats  at  his  heels. 

II. 

Calm  and  cold  shone  the  wall- 
eyed moon  over  the  sleeping 
camp  of  the  allied,  crusading 
forces.  All  was  silent  save  the 
monotonous  clank-clank  of  the 
sentry's  arms  as  he  paced  to  and 
fro  in  front  of  the  royal  tent, 
over  which,  clearly  defined  in  the 
bright  moonlight,  were  blazoned 
the  royal  Angevin  leopards. 

"Gramercy,  what  have  we 
here?"  cried  Gilbert,  stopping  in 
his  march,  as  a  lissome,  white- 
clad  form  glided  sinuously  to- 
ward him. 

"Ah,  good  Gilbert!"  cried  the 
strange  maiden,"  I  have  news  for 
thee  from  the  lad  thou  didst 
doughtally  save  yestermorn.  Fain 
would  he  send  a  message  to  his 
sire,  brave  Guy  de  Lusignan. 
Wilt  carry  it,  good  Gilbert?" 
She  flashed  on  him  the  full  radi- 
ance of  her  georgeous  beauty. 

Gilbert  hesitated. 

"Wilt  do  it  for  me?"  mur- 
mured the  maiden. 

"Marry,  that  will  I,"  cried  Gil- 
bert heartily,  taking  the  letter  she 
tended  from  her  snowy  fingers. 


III. 

Young  Gilbert,  carrolling  lust- 
ily, and  thinking  of  the  bright 
eyes  of  the  strange  maiden,  pur- 
sued his  way,  making  his  horse 
caracole  along  the  sweet,  irrigu- 
ous,  country  lanes.  Of  a  sudden 
an  arrow  whistled  by  his  left 
ear,  closely  followed  by  one  on 
the  right.  (Had  a  third  passed 
in  the  middle,  this  tale  had  not 
been  told!) 

"Ha !  methinks  I  smell  treach- 
ery here,"  said  Gilbert.  In  a 
trice  he  was  surrounded  by  stern 
faces.  With  joy  and  relief  he 
recognized  his  comrades,  and  in 
the  leader  the  great  Philip  Au- 
gustus. With  scant  ceremony 
one  of  them  pulled  the  letter 
from  his  wallet,  and  passed  it  to 
Philip. 

"By  my  halidome !"  cried  the 
king,  on  reading  it.  "A  pretty 
plot  have  we  here !  This  scurvy 
traitor  goeth  to  Richard  forth- 
with." 

IV. 

Gilbert's  dungeon  was  noisome 
and  damp.  "Demn'd  damp, 
moist  and  unpleasant,"  he 
quoted,  restlessly  turning  on  his 
hard  pallet. 

"Whatever  did  that  letter 
contain?  My  lord  Richard  was 
angered  when  he  pulled  up  the 
tent-poles  and  drove  us  from  his 
gracious  presence  withal." 

A  light  hand  fell  on  his 
shoulder,  and  turning  he  saw 
the  youth  of  his  adventure  stand- 
ing before  him.  Behind  him  the 
wall  had  mysteriously  opened. 
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"Well  met!"  cried  Gilbert, 
seizing  him  roughly.  "What 
writ  ye  in  the  letter?" 

"No  time  for  parley,"  cried  the 
stranger.  "Dost  not  know  me, 
Gilbert?  I  am  no  boy.  'Twas 
I  gave  ye  the  letter.  Thou  art 
in  perilous  danger  of  life.  The 
king  hath  ordained  a  shooting- 
match." 

"A  goodly  sport,"  said  Gilbert. 
"Would  that  I  might  be  there." 

"That  wilt  thou,"  said  the  dis- 
guised damsel,  "and  in  a  guise 
that  well  I  wist  thou  wouldst  fain 
forswear.  Gilbert,  thou  art  to  be 
the  target." 

Then,  ere  his  parched  lips  could 
utter  a  word,  "There  is  a  road 
of  escape,"  she  cried,  with  flam- 
ing eyes.  I  deceived  thee  about 
the  letter.  It  contained  most 
fatal  matter  of  a  most  foul  plot 
against  the  life  of  thy  master. 

"Then  why  gave  ye  it  me?" 
cried  he  of  the  Pink  Eye,  be- 
wildered. 

"Poor  dupe,  was  it  not  all  a 
plot,  my  danger,  my  rescue,  to 
bring  me  within  the  English 
lines?  I  alone  know  thine  inno- 
cence of  all  concurrence,  and 
alone  can  clear  thee.  But  I  must 
have  my  price."  She  crept 
nearer,  and  turned  from  ice  to 
fire.  "Is  it  in  thy  cold,  English 
heart  to  love?" 

"Who  art  thou,  woman  ?"  find- 
ing his  tongue  at  last. 

"I  am  Sophonisba  of  the  White 
Hands,  daughter  of  Guy  de 
Lusignan,  Duchess  of  Provence, 
lady-in-waiting  to  her  most  puis- 
sant majesty,  the  Dowager  Em- 


press of  the  Holy  Roman  Empire. 
Wilt  marry  me,  Gilbert  ?" 

"No,  sorceress,"  cried  Gilbert 
in  wrath,  "sooner  would  I  be  the 
target  for  the  whole  allied  forces 
than  thy  husband.  Oh,  Soph- 
onisba, temptress,  witch,  fairest 
foul  and  foulest  fair!" 

"Then  die,"  she  cried,  vanish- 
ing. "Die  in  thine  obstinacy!" 
And  the  dungeon  walls  re- 
echoed, Die. 

V. 

The  lists  were  gaily  bedight 
with  flaming  banners  and  rich 
cloth  of  gold,  gay  with  the 
laughter  of  ladies,  and  glinting 
with  the  armor  of  brave  knights. 
And  there  were  scaffolds  and 
holds  that  lords  and  ladies  might 
behold  and  award  the  prize.-  In 
the  front  row  sat  Sophonisba, 
"brow-bound  with  burning 
gold,"  her  lissome  form  clad  in 
dully-gleaming  velvet,  a  cold 
glitter  in  her  snaky  eyes.  The 
archers  stood  ready  in  line,  ig- 
norant of  what  stood  within  the 
seeming  innocent  wooden  target. 

An  arrow  leapt  from  the  bow, 
and  Sophonisba,  with  a  wild 
shriek  of  "I  alone  am  guilty," 
leapt  after  it.  With  frantic  fin- 
gers she  tore  aside  the  frail  cov- 
ering of  the  target. 

"Too  late!  Too  late!"  she 
cried,  clasping  the  motionless 
figure  of  Gilbert  in  her  arms. 
For  the  arrow  had  been  sped  by 
the  famous  archer,  Robert  of 
Huntington,  erstwhile  Robin 
Flood  of  merry  Sherwood,  and  it 
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had  reached  its  mark.  Sophon- 
isba,  like  lightning  drawing  a 
jeweled  dagger  from  her  girdle, 
plunged  it  in  her  breast,  and  fell 
dead  on  the  lifeless  body  of  him 
who  first  had  tamed  that  wild 
heart. 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 

A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


The  Philosophical  Club. 

At  the  meeting  of  the  Philo- 
sophical Club,  Friday  evening, 
April  19,  Dr.  Josiah  Royce  spoke 
on  "The  Recent  Discussions  of 
the  Concept  of  the  Infinite  in 
Their  Philosophical  Bearings." 
Charts  were  use'd  to  present  dia- 
grammatically  objects  of  infinite 
complexity. 

The  motive  to  inquire  into  the 
nature  of  the  infinite  arises  in 
the  common  metaphysical  experi- 
ence of  dread  of  the  "vastness 
of  things."  The  question  early 
entered  philosophy  in  the  form : 
Is  the  universe  infinite?  It  soon 
became  obvious  that  the  difficulty 
of  this  and  associated  problems 
arose  chiefly  from  the  indefinite 
and  negative  character  of  the 
concept.  The  exact  and  positive 
meaning  of  the  infinite  awaits 
definition. 

To  this  end  the  study  of  ab- 
stract mathematical  forms  are 
of  great  service  in  reaching  phil- 
osophical conclusions  as  to  the 
nature  of  the  infinitely  great,  the 
infinitely  complex.  From  pre- 
sentations of  the  infinite  in  recent 
mathematical  discussions,  it  be- 
comes possible  to  form  a  well- 
defined  idea  of  infinite  objects, 


as  well  as  to  see  upon  what  the 
concept  of  the  infinite  itself  rests. 

Concrete  examples  of  infinitely 
complex  objects,  hypothetical, 
it  is  true,  but  entirely  possible 
and  definite,  are  to  be  found  in  a 
map,  in  which  the  process  of  rep- 
resentation is  fully  carried  out; 
in  mirrors  so  disposed  as  to  be 
completely  self-reflective;  in  nu- 
merous geometrical  forms  in 
which  is  accomplished  entire 
self-reproduction.  Again,  in  a 
consciousness,  every  reflective 
thought  represents  a  non-reflect- 
ive, which,  in  turn,  must  refer  to 
a  reflective.  The  totality  of 
thought  is,  then,  infinite,  and  an 
ideally  perfect  self  is  to  be  con- 
sidered infinitely  complex. 

From  a  consideration  of  such 
instances,  the  plan  of  an  infinite 
object  may  be  deduced  as  that 
of  a  completely  self-representa- 
tive system.  It  thus  becomes 
possible  to  state  the  mathemat- 
ical basis  of  the  infinite  in  the 
form  proposed  by  Dedekine :  A 
collection  is  infinite  when  it 
stands  in  one-to-one  correspond- 
ence with  itself. 

The  attainment  of  a  definite 
and  positive  concept  of  the  infi- 
nite, as  completely  self-represent- 
ative, is  obviously  fruitful  in  phil- 
osophical developments.  From 
it  we  may  conclude  that  the  uni- 
verse as  self-mapped  is  infinite. 
Nor  is  this  view  forced  upon  one 
theory  only.  Theists  and  ideal- 
ists are  alike  authorized  to  con- 
ceive the  world,  upon  the  basis 
of  self-representation,  as  infi- 
nitely complex. 

This  "new  infinite"  is  suggest- 
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ive  of  the  form  proper  to  our 
thought  concerning  the  relation 
between  finite  and  infinite,  and 
affords  precise  terms  for  its  ex- 
pression. If  we  have  clearly- 
seen  in  the  instance  of  the  infi- 
nite collection  that  a  portion  in- 
finitely small  stands  in  a  one-to- 
one  correspondence  with  the 
whole,  we  are  enabled  to  form 
a  definite  and  positive  concep- 
tion of  what  such  relation  is. 
Thereby  we  may  conceive  the 
connection  existing  between  man, 
as  finite,  and  a  transcendent  Be- 
ing. 


Queries. 

i.  What  would  be  an  appro- 
priate, original  and  effective 
gown  for  me  to  wear  at  the  gar- 
den party?  I  have  a  very  pretty 
hat.  Shall  I  wear  it? — Fair 
Senior. 

i.  White  is  always  the  most 
appropriate  thing  for  a  sweet 
girl  graduate,  and  if  you  would 
like  a  little  touch  of  color,  why 
don't  you  have  a  checker-board 
yoke  of  yellow  and  white  rib- 
bons woven  together.  Daisies 
and  sunflowers  growing  in  rows 
from  the  hem  of  your  Spanish 
flounce  is  rather  quaint,  too.  The 
checker-board  effect  is  consid- 
ered quite  swagger  at  present, 
and  the  yellow  and  white  and 
daisies  will  be  so  sweetly  sug- 
gestive of  Bryn  Mawr.  The  sun- 
flowers will  give  just  that  bold 
stroke  necessary  to  give  tone  and 
elegance  to  the  tout  ensemble  of 


your  gown.  By  all  means  wear 
your  pretty  hat. 

2.  Is  it  considered  better  form 
to  announce  one's  engagement 
just  before  or  just  after  com- 
mencement day  ?  Mr. asks 

whether  evening  clothes  are  to  be 
worn  by  the  men  at  the  garden 
party? — One  on  the  brink. 

2.  Books  on  etiquette  differ 
widely  on  the  subject  of  your  first 
question.  So  you  must  use  your 
own  judgment,  making  your  de- 
cision depend  largely  on  your 
disposition.  If  you  are  bold  and 
fond  of  notoriety,  why  not  an- 
nounce your  engagement  right 
away — say  during  your  tempo- 
rary absence  on  a  flying  trip  to 
Atlantic  City  ?  But  if  you  are  of 
a  timid  and  retiring  nature,  it 
might  be  more  comfortable  for 
you  to  receive  your  congratula- 
tions by  letter  during  the  sum- 
mer. It  is  always  good  form  for 
a  man  to  wear  a  frock  coat  at  a 
garden  party,  even  though  by 
so  doing  he  may  run  the  risk  of 
being  seen  after  six  o'clock  in  his 
afternoon  clothes.  Tell  him  to  be 
sure  not  to  wear  a  straw  hat  with 
his  frock  coat. 

3.  How  can  I  become  a  star  of 
the  first  water  basket-ball  player  ? 
I  have  been  practicing  twice  a 
day  for  the  past  two  weeks,  but 
am  still  considered  the  worst 
muffer  on  the  team. — Aspirant 
to  athletic  laurels. 

3.  Always  be  in  the  right  place 
at  the  right  time  and  before  any 
one  else  gets  there.  If  you  have 
difficulty  in  holding  on  to  the 
ball,  why  not  provide  yourself 
with  some  of  the  celebrated  John 
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Wanamaker  athletic  glue,  which 
is  warranted  to  give  the  weakest 
hands  a  firm  clutch  on  a  ball? 

4.  I  am  sixteen  "gym"  drills 
behind,  with  but  one  week  left  in 
which  to  "make  up."  I  tremble 
for  my  degree.  What  do  you  ad- 
vise ? — Tremulous  maiden. 

4.  This  is,  indeed,  a  serious 
problem  and  one  not  to  pass 
by  lightly.  Heroic  methods 
must  be  resorted  to,  and  I  can 
think  of  nothing  except  a  mid- 
night raid  on  the  "gym."  If  you 
are  afraid  in  the  dark,  why  not 
employ  ruffians  to  abscond  with 
the  fatal  book  whose  blank  pages 
bear  in  staring  whiteness  the 
record  of  your  absences  from 
drill? 

5.  I  have  frequently  read  arti- 
cles in  the  newspapers  entitled 
"How  to  be  well-dressed  on 
fifty  dollars  a  year."  Will  you 
kindly  enumerate  to  me  the  vari- 
ous little  economical  devices  by 
which  this  is  managed? — Reader 
of  the  Woman's  Page. 

5.  The  easiest  way  to  accom- 
plish this  feat  is  to  provide  your- 
self with  all  the  necessary  gar- 
ments the  year  before  you  try  the 
experiment.  By  so  doing  you 
will  have  fifty  dollars  left  for 
your  stocks  and  gloves,  a  sum 
which,  with  careful  management, 
will  be  adequate. 


Life   on   the  Mantelpiece  :  A 
Cat-tale. 

(Apologies  to  A.  M.  K.) 
"And  the  cat  came   back." 
Yes,  you  have  heard  from  me 
before.     You  had  a  bit  of  my 


biography  two  weeks  ago,  and 
you  enjoyed  it  so  much  that  now 
I  intend  to  indulge  you  in  another 
bit.  How  would  you  like  me  to 
give  a  description  of  life  on 
the  mantelpiece,  my  life,  that 
is.  I  suppose  every  way  of  living 
is  more  or  less  beset  with  vicissi- 
tudes. The  centipede  on  the 
wall,  the  mouse  in  the  window- 
seat,  the  ant  in  the  cracker-box 
— they  all  have  their  trials,  I 
know,  because  I  have  been  an 
eye-witness  to  more  than  one 
tragedy,  begun  in  shrieks  and 
ending  in  bloody  murder.  But 
there's  something  about  life  on 
the  mantelpiece,  something  pe- 
culiarly trying — understand,  of 
course,  that  I'm  casting  no  re- 
flections at  my  brassy  neighbors, 
the  candlesticks.  Heaven  for- 
bid, indeed,  that  I  should  ever 
cast  a  reflection  again.  My  last 
was  too  unprepossessing.  Those 
washed-out  eyes !  That  inky  tail ! 
That  imbecile  grin !  No,  thank 
you.  No  more  reflections  for  me 
or  of  me,  if  you  please. 

But  to  return  to  life  on  the 
mantelpiece.  As  if  I'd  ever  left 
it !  There !  I'm  crying  again. 
I  always  do  when  I  talk  about 
myself.  But  no  matter,  if  only 
the  tears  don't  interfere  with  the 
glue  that  holds  my  head  on.  A 
cat  without  a  head — I  speak  dis- 
passionately— is  at  a  disadvan- 
tage. By  the  way,  do  you  know 
how  I  came  to  break  my  head 
off?  It's  a  pathetic  story,  but 
interesting  and  instructive,  other- 
wise it  would  never  be  in  the 
Philistine.  Well,  there  was  a 
mouse  who  used  to  live  in  the 
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fireplace  just  under  me,  and  one 
night  he  brought  a  friend  to 
visit  him.  In  time  the  visitor 
caught  sight  of  me.  "Good  gra- 
cious !"  he  squealed,  "look  there. 
A  cat,  if  you  please,  on  the 
mantelpiece." 

"Ho,"  said  the  other  con- 
temptuously, with  one  eye 
cocked  insolently  up  at  me. 
"Are  you  afraid  of  that?  Why, 
that's  only  china." 

Well,  if  I  wasn't  furious ! 
"Confound  your  impertinence," 
I  yelled.  "Don't  you  know  any 
better  than  to  judge  by  appear- 
ances?" and  down  I  went  from 
the  mantelpiece.  The  next 
thing  I  knew  I  was  back  up  here 
with  my  head  glued  on  and  a 
ribbon  round  my  neck  for  rea- 
sons. But  I  am  consoled.  The 
ribbon  is  fetching,  and  the  im- 
pertinent mouse  has  never  since 
been  seen,  which  leads  me  to  in- 
fer— you  understand.  Dead  of 
night.  Slow,  squeak  music, 
stately  funeral  march.  Deceased 
solemnly  interred  in  the  waste- 
basket.   Sad  and  imposing  chant : 

He  is  dead,  the  Pembroke  terror ; 

he  the  fleetest  of  all  rodents. 
He  has  nibbled  his  last  cracker, 

skipped    his    last    among    the 

cushions. 

But  about  my  life  on  the 
mantelpiece — elevated,  exasper- 
ating, eminently  sedentary  and 
unsociable.  How  to  make  you 
sympathise !  You  can't,  unless 
you,  too,  have  sat  alone  on  a 
mantelpiece,  eternally  looking 
down ;   eternally  grinning,  eter- 


nally bored.  The  subject  is  too 
painful.  Let  me  enjoy  a  respite 
of  a  moment  while  I  tell  you 
how  I  happen  to  be  writing  for 
the  Philistine.  Do  you  realize 
that  you  might  never  have  made 
my  acquaintance  if  I  had  not  been 
possessed  by  a  girl  who  was  pos- 
sessed by  a  duty  which  must  have 
been  possessed  of  a  spirit  of  evil, 
for  it  had  the  power  of  reducing 
my  owner  about  once  every  two 
weeks  to  a  condition  pitiable 
beyond  expression.  She  used  to 
tear  up  and  down  her  study, 
clutching  a  pen  and  muttering 
one  imbecility  after  another  un- 
til she  had  reached  the  extreme 
verge  of  idiocy,  and  then  she 
would  sit  down  and  write.  I 
am  a  brave  cat,  but  I  never  dared 
to  think  about  what  she  wrote. 

Well,  one  day,  in  one  of  her 
paroxysms  she  came  and  looked 
me  wildly  in  the  eye,  and  said : 
"Cat,  hideous,  staring,  china  cat. 
I  admit  I've  written  you  up  not 
once,  but  many  times  before, 
when  better  topics  refused  to  sug- 
gest themselves.  But  if  you  can 
help  me  again,  do  it.  I  seem  to 
lack  inspiration." 

Her  misery  touched  me,  so  I 
said  promptly :  "Cheer  up,  my 
dear.  I  promise  that  while  I  am 
by  the  news  shall  not  fail  you." 

The  girl  stared  at  me.  I  was 
not  in  the  habit  of  conversing 
with  her.  "Why,  this  is  funny," 
said  she. 

"Or,  better  say,  amewsing,"  I 
remarked  gently. 

"Is  that  a  pun  ?"  said  my 
owner.  "Yes,  it  must  be.  I've 
made  too  many  of  them  myself 
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(for  the  Philistine)  not  to 
recognize  one  when  I  hear  it. 
Do  you  know,  cat,  that  a  pun  is 
the  lowest  form  of  wit?  What 
do  you  suppose  a  creature  de- 
serves who  makes  a  pun?' 

"Punishment,"  said  I. 

My  mistress  began  to  be  im- 
patient. "Another  remark  of 
that  sort,"  said  she  sternly,  "and 
out  you  go  through  that  win- 
dow." 

"What  a  cat-astrophe !"  said  I. 

I  suppose  I  must  have  seemed 
a  trifle  too  persistent.  My 
owner  spoke  haughtily.  "Our 
conversation  had  better  stop 
here,"  she  said.  "I  think  I 
should  die  soon  if  you  were  to" — 

"Dilate,"  said  I. 


That  ended  it.  The  unfortu- 
nate girl  succumbed  beneath  the 
blow;  but  with  her  expiring 
breath  she  cried,  "Murderer, 
take  my  place  as  editor  on  the 
Philistine.  So  shall  I  be 
avenged !" 

And  that  is  how  I  became, 
from  an  ignoble,  unknown  cat,  a 
great  and  powerful  literary  per- 
sonage. 

But  in  the  meantime  how  about 
life  on  the  mantelpiece?  Well, 
it's  too  late  now  for  that;  but 
never  mind.  There  are  future 
numbers  of  the  Philistine,  and 
I  hope  yet  to  tell  you  things  that 
will  make  you  fling  aside  ambi- 
tion and  shun  life  in  high  places. 
S.  M.,  '02. 


91- 

The  Class  of  '91  is  going  to 

have  its  decennial  reunion  some 
time  early  in  June. 

'95- 
Bertha   Szold,   who   has  been 
teaching  English   at   St.   Timo- 
thy's School,  Catonsville,  is  to  be 
married   some   time   in   June  to 
Mr.  Levin,  of  Baltimore. 
'96. 
Abigail  C.  Dimon  has  an  arti- 
cle in  the  Biological  Bulletin,  en- 


titled "Experiments  on  Cutting 
off  Parts  of  the  Cotyledons  of 
Pea  and  Nasturtium  Seeds." 

Edith  F.  Wyatt  has  been  writ- 
ing a  series  of  short  stories  on 
Chicago  life  for  the  McClure 
Magazine. 

Dora  Keen  expects  to  start 
early  in  the  summer  months  on 
a  trip  around  the  world. 

Elsa  Bowman  expects  to  be  at 
College  for  commencement. 
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'97- 

Katrina  B.  Ely  has  just  an- 
nounced her  engagement  to  Mr. 
Louis  Tiffany,  of  New  York. 

Mildred  Minturn  expects  to 
sail  for  Europe  on  the  1st  of  June. 

May  Campbell,  Elizabeth 
Higginson,  Edith  Lawrence  and 
Marion  Taber  are  planning  to  be 
at  Bryn  Mawr  during  commence- 
ment week. 

Francis     Arnold     expects     to 
spend  the  summer  abroad.     She 
expects  to  sail  on  the  8th  of  June. 
'98. 

Leila  Stoughton  has  just  re- 
turned from  Bermuda,  where  she 
has  been  spending  the  winter. 

Grace  C.  Lounsbery  has  just 
published  a  volume  of  poems, 
"An  Iseult  Idyll  and  Others," 
which  are  attracting  a  good  deal 
of  attention. 

Juliet     Baldwin     expects     to 
spend  a  few  days  at  College  dur- 
ing commencement  week. 
'99. 

Dorothy  Fronheiser  spent  a 
'day  at  the  College  early  last 
week. 

1900. 

Margaretta  Morris  expects  to 
spend  the  summer  abroad.  She 
has  planned  to  sail  on  the  first  of 
June. 

Elise  Dean  has  just  returned 
from  Europe,  where  she  has  been 
spending  the  winter. 

On  account  of  her  sister's  ill- 
ness, Kate  E.  Williams  has  re- 
turned unexpectedly  from  Paris, 
where  she  has  been  spending  the 
last  few  months. 

Renee  Mitchell  and  Grace 
Jones  visited  at  the  College  last 
week. 


The  New  Infinite. 

Last  night  I  thought  my  bed- 
room wall, 

Which  happier  finite  days  had. 
seen 

Unpatterned,  of  a  soothing  green, 

Broke  into  circles,  large  and 
small. 

Mere    finite    grammar    may   not 

teach 
The  infinite  complexities 
They  opened  on  my  awe-struck 

eyes; 
Each  held  another  that  held  each. 

A  handglass  in  my  weary  hand 
I  held:  before  my  aching  sight 
Self-mapped,  handglasses  infi- 
nite 
Mocked  me  from  out  the  mirror 
bland. 

The  silly  bottle  on  the  shelf, 
Labeled    but    yesterday,    "Cold 

Cream," 
Now    flaunted    in    my    waking 

dream, 
Infinite  pictures  of  itself. 

The  hapless  notes  I  did  indite 
My  correspondence  one  to  one, 
Since  I  sent  many  but  got  none, 
Threatened  a  series  infinite. 

"Give  me  finite  simplicity, 
The  sweet,  the  tangible,"  I  cried  ; 
"Or  that  half  comfort  now  de- 
nied— 
A  negative  infinity." 


A  voice  was  ready  to  console : 
"Old    axioms    with   new     faces 

shine ; 
New  Infinite,  the  hour  is  thine — 
The   part   is    greater    than   the 

whole  I" 


H 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 
The  Bryn  Mawr  Primer. 


i.  This  is  a  chafing-dish.  Is  the  chafing-dish 
pretty?  The  chafing-dish  is  not  pretty,  but  it  is 
useful. 


2.   No,  my  child,  you  must  not  im-i-tate  the  lamp. 
It  is  a  bad  lamp.     It  smokes.     We  must  e-ject  it. 
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3.  Do  you  see  the  plant  ?  O  yes,  I  see  the  plant. 
It  is  not  a  flourishing  plant.  No,  it  has  had  a  hard 
winter. 


4.  Do  you  see  the  ball  and  the  basket?  Yes,  I 
see  the  ball  and  the  basket.  Will  the  ball  go  into 
the  basket  ?     O  no. 

Are  we  trite  ?     We  are  trite. 

S.  M.,  '02. 
E.  D.  L.,    01. 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASION! 


93 


It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 
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SCHREIBER    &   KERR 


Ladies'  "Callers 


f 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET.... 


PHILADELPHIA 


I 


Walking,    Travelings  ± 

Yachtings    and    Costumes    for     all  ± 

kinds  of    Outdoor   Sports  and  Pas-  3s 
times     J*     J*      jt     j&     j&     ^     jt 


♦VrVrVrWH" 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Hortn  13th  St.,  Philadelphia 

VAN  HORN  &  SON 

I2i  North  ^> 

KSp..  Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 


IMPORTERS  AND  MAKERS  OF 


Women's 


824-826  CHESTNUT   STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 
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"The  Ritten- 
bouse" 

A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 
PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 
Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     ^gZtrt"06 

SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"The Thompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


#45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt,inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
aTp™SSarTSsne  9io  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1 2 14  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen   F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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B00ks  and™ 

Stationery 


<* 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

J  222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  5treet 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  launches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures  -d 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

i206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
For  Lined  Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
etc.      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


1223  Chestnut  St. 

■>  ,^  " 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM? 

MODERATE   PRICKS 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


Attractive        jrM   popular 

Wall  Papers4s*  PR,CES 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  <£  CO. 
7624  CHESTNUT  STREET.  PHILA.,  PA. 

THe  Bnpi  law  Planacies** 

OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.  All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON   &  SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J>  J>  J*  J* 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 


In  Effect  November  26,  1900. 


Philadelphia  to  Bryn  Mawr. 


Bryn  Mawr  to  Philadelphia. 


A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

A.M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

+12  01 

8  45 

12  15 

*3  40 

*5  42 

9  15 

6  18 

8  48 

12  18 

4  18 

7  18 

10  48 

6  00 

9  45 

*1'2  40 

3  45 

5  45 

9  45 

6  48 

*9  08 

12  48 

4  48 

*7  30 

11  18 

6  15 

10  15 

12  45 

*4  12 

*6  13 

10  15 

7  18 

9  18 

1  18 

*5  12 

7  48 

11  48 

6  35 

10  45 

1  15 

4  15 

6  15 

10  45 

*7  40 

*9  38 

1  48 

5  18 

8  18 

6  45 

11  45 

1  45 

*4  42 

6  45 

*11  29 

7  48 

9  48 

2  18 

5  48 

8  48 

7  15 

2  15 

4  45 

7  15 

11  30 

*8  10 

10  18 

2  48 

6  18 

S  18 

7  45 

2  45 

*5  09 

7  45 

8  18 

10  48 

3  18 

0  48 

9  48 

8  15 

3  15 

5  15 

8  15 

*8  36 

11  18 

3  48 

7  02 

10  18 

SUNDAY  TRAINS. 


A.  M. 


P.  M       P.  M.       P. 


A.  M.       A.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M. 


7  00 

8  15 
0  15 
945 

10  45 

11  45 


12  45 

3  45 

7  15 

11  45 

7  18  1  11  48 

12  48 

5  48 

8  48  1 

1  15 

4  45 

8  15 

7  48 

1  48 

6  18 

9  18 

1  45 

5  15 

9  15 

8  48 

2  48 

6  48 

9  48 

2  15 
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9  48 

3  48 
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2  45 
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10  15 

10  18 

4  48 

7  48 

10  48 

3  15 

6  45 

11  15 

10  48  | 

5  18 

8  18 

11  18  | 

♦Express  Trains. 


fDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  Tours 


The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning-  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  addreis  GEO.  W.  BOYD, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,   Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

The  Philistine  wonders 
whether  the  ordinary  convention- 
al everyday  student  really  does 
study.  If  so,  the  Bryn  Mawr 
variety  is  an  ahnormal  growth 
from  the  parent  stem,  or  is  at 
least  showing  itself  to  be  such 
at  the  present  time.  For  if  any 
work  is  done,  it  must  be  done 
during  the  uncanny  wee  small 
hours  of  the  night.  Of  course 
during   the   morning   hours   the 


usual  hurrying  streams  of  flutter- 
ing skirts  still  radiate  to  and 
from  Taylor.  But  in  the  after- 
noon, instead  of  enthusiastic  ex- 
perimental work  in  the  labora- 
tory on  points  which  are  tugging 
at  the  very  heart  strings  of  scien- 
tists all  over  the  world,  or  archae- 
ological, historical,  economic, 
mathematical  or  linguistic  re- 
search in  the  upper  regions  of 
Taylor,  or  a  solemn,  silent,  sor- 
rowful seeking  for  an  idea  which 
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betokens  the  season  of  twenty- 
four  page  essays,  instead  of  all 
this  the  Philistine  sees  the 
College  separated  into  four 
groups,  concealing  themselves  at 
the  several  points  of  the  Bryn 
Mawr  compass  and  giving  vent 
to  loud  volumes  of  song — class 
songs,  Junior-Senior  supper 
songs,  Senior  luncheon  songs, 
San  Toy  tea  songs,  basket  ball 
songs.  At  a  safe  distance,  a 
stranger  might  mistake  the  Col- 
lege for  a  conservatory  of  song, 
but  only  at  a  safe  distance. 

When,  by  their  melody,  the 
classes  of  Bryn  Mawr  College 
have  roused  the  ire  of  all  the 
little  song  birds  in  the  neighbor- 
hood to  that  point  where  they 
jump  up  and  down  on  the  tree 
tops,  writhe  and  make  most  piti- 
ful efforts  to  cover  up  their  poor 
little  ....  (the  Philistine 
was  just  about  to  say  ears.  But 
suddenly  realizes  that  birds 
are  curiously  lacking  in  the  tri- 
angular appendages  which  na- 
ture has  hung  so  conveniently  on 
either  side  of  the  human  face,  yet 
feels  sure  that  birds  must  hear, 
for  it  has  vivid  memories  of  the 
fiendish  delight  it  took  long  years 
ago,  in  saying  "Boo!"  to  a  cer- 
tain dear  old  lady's  pet  canary 
bird)  .  .  .  .  but,  to  return 
to  the  birds,  their  efforts  to  cover 
up  their  poor  little  organs  of 
hearing  wherever  they  may  be, 
with  their  only  too  non-sound- 
proof wings,  are  most  pathetic. 
This  being  finished,  I  mean,  of 
course,  the  singing,  Bryn  Mawr 
again  mingles  together,  and  de- 


parts in  twos  to  meet  friends  at 
the  train,  or  to  arrange  to  enter- 
tain friends  or  to  go  and  meet 
other  people's  friends  in  case 
they  have  none  of  their  own,  and 
a  little  later,  the  campus  is  a 
mass  of  color,  streaming  ribbons, 
and  waving  flags,  moving  down 
towards  the  athletic  field.  Later 
still,  half  of  the  mass  of  color  is 
happy,  and  contorts  itself  most 
curiously  in  its  glee.  The  other 
half  feels  morbid  and  considers 
mirth  unseemly.  They  have  been 
scored  against.  Later  still  the 
unhappy  are  smothering  their 
grief  and  the  happy  making 
merry  in  ice  cream  for  the  benefit 
of  the  College  Settlement.  (This 
flavors  of  the  paradoxical.  But 
students  will  understand.)  And 
still  a  little  later,  as  the  fat-faced 
sun  sinks  reluctantly  behind  the 
hills,  the  same  mass  of  color  is 
trudging  a  weary  way  up  the 
hill  towards  Taylor.  Dinner, 
the  Glee  Club's  singing  and 
lengthy  discussions  of  the  game, 
carry  the  evening  well  on  to- 
wards the  hours  of  ten  and 
eleven. 

Thus  the  Philistine  is  not  at 
all  surprised  when  the  friends 
from  Philadelphia  exclaim, 
"Don't  you  love  it  here?  You 
have  an  awfully  good  time,  don't 
you?  You  know  you  do.  I  don't 
believe  you  ever  open  a  book, 
myself."  This  may  be  the  con- 
ventional isn't-it-fortunate-you- 
are-having-such-a-gorgeous-day_ 
for-your-tea  remark,  for  visits  to 
the  College,  or  it  may  be  a  polite 
little  way  your  friends  have  of 
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telling  you  that  they  find  your 
lot  not  nearly  so  unpleasant  as 
they  thought  it  was.  But  I  think 
it  a  result  of  the  glowing  de- 
scriptions of  festivity  they  hear 
about  them,  the  class  suppers 
coming  every  week,  Senior 
luncheons,  San  Toy  teas  (human 
nature  has  a  weakness  for  S's), 
basket  ball  games  more  than  you 
can  count,  and  sometimes  as 
many  as  three  five  oclock  teas  in 
the  same  afternoon.  I  think  it 
the  result  of  the  general  air  of 
many  engagements  that  every 
one  has. 

But  all  this  joy  and  festivity 
though  charming  to  look  upon 
is  not  intellectually  deepening, 
and  must  at  all  odds  be  made  to 
evanesce.  And  so,  a  day  of  reck- 
oning is  at  hand,  and  the  Phil- 
istine feels  itself  duty  bound  to 
be  as  disagreeable  as  possible  and 
to  remind  you  all  that  that  day 
of  reckoning  is  but  two  weeks 
off. 


the  Philistine  begs  her  to  try 
and  get  her  poetic  flame  burning 
,in  some  other  direction. 


Not  to  break  any  more 
hearts,  the  Philistine  thinks 
this  a  good  place  from  which  to 
announce  that  absolutely  no  more 
poems  on  the  "Difficulties  of 
Writing  for  the  Philistine" 
will  be  printed  this  year.  But  it 
perfectly  well  realizes  the  irre- 
sistible charms  of  this  topic,  es- 
pecially in  this  present  season  of 
dearth,  when  it  has  only  with 
superhuman  effort  restrained  it- 
self from  launching  forth  into  a 
tirade  against  those  self-same 
difficulties.  Tf  any  poet  feels 
herself    inspired    on    this    topic, 


Notice. 

The  College  Breakfast  will  be 
given  in  the  College  Gymnasium 
at  12  M.  on  Wednesday,  June 
5.  Tickets  can  be  obtained  un- 
til May  29  of  Ruth  Strong,  23 
Pembroke  East.  The  price  of 
the  tickets  will  be  one  dollar. 


Why  the    Duchess    Did  Not 
Dance, 

"The  Duchess  of  D is  not 

dancing!"  The  news  ran 
through  the  great  ball-room  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  accompanied  by 
exclamations  and  wondering  sur- 
mises. The  fiddles  stopped, 
with  an  abrupt  scrape,  the  whirl- 
ing couples  stood  still  in  flutter- 
ing groups,  and  every  eye  was 
turned  to  the  dais  where  she  sat, 
the  lovely  young  Duchess,  the 
beauty  of  the  season.  She  was 
a  famous  dancer;  there  was  not 
a  minuet  which  she  did  not  lead, 
not  a  Scottish  reel  or  a  Spanish 
caprice  in  which  she  was  not  the 
most  conspicuous  and  graceful 
figure.  Yet  to-night  she  sat  on 
her  raised  throne,  waving  her 
great  fan  to  and  fro,  tapping  her 
little  white  satin  foot  in  time  to 
the  music,  smiling  and  gracious, 
yet  absolutely  refusing  to  dance. 
A  dense  crowd  of  adorers  were 
gathered  about  her,  leaning  over 
the  back  of  her  chair,  holding 
her  vinaigrette,  her  salts,  her 
handkerchief,    each    one    vainly 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


imploring  for  only  a  single 
round  of  the  minuet.  Many  were 
the  surmises  as  to  the  meaning  of 
this  strange  freak. 

"To-morrow  is  a  saint's  day," 
said  one,  "and  she  has  vowed  not 
to  dance  till  it  is  over.'' 

"  'Tis  done  for  a  wager,"  said 
a  red-coated  officer. 

"  'Tis  done  to  arouse  the  gos- 
sips, and  invite  attention,"  sniffed 
a  soured  old  dowager. 

"No,  no !  She  is  waiting  for 
someone  to  come,  and  will  dance 
with  none  else  'till  he  appears." 
This  came  to  be  the  general  be- 
lief, and  it  was  whispered  about 
the  rooms,  the  ladies  confiding  it 
to  one  another,  behind  their  fans, 
the  gentlemen  raising  their  mon- 
ocles to  peer  at  the  doorway,  for 
all  declared  they  knew  who  was 
the  fortunate  man.  Young  Lord 

E had  been  in  the  Duchess' 

train  for  a  twelfthmonth,  and 
some  said  her  smile  was  sweeter 
for  him  than  for  anyone  else. 

It  was  late,  and  excitement 
was  at  a  high  pitch,  when  the 

lights  of  Lord  E 's  link-boys 

were  reported  down  the  road.  A 
few  minutes  later  the  Master  of 
Ceremonies  announced  the  new- 
comer in  his  most  sonorous  tone, 
and  Lord  E parted  the  cur- 
tains and  walked  into  the  room. 
He  was  dressed  in  white  satin, 
with  diamonds  blazing  among 
his  laces  and  he  walked  down  be- 
tween the  long  line  of  couples  as 
if  he  were  accustomed  to  the  ad- 
miration of  a  ball-room.  Going 
straight  to  the  chair  of  the  Duch- 
ess, he  made  a  low  bow  with  his 


hand  on  his  heart,  and  invited 
her  to  dance.  There  was  a  mo- 
ment's hush  over  the  expectant 
company,  and  then  the  Duchess, 
with  a  gay  little  laugh,  tossed 
him  a  flower,  and  shrugging  her 
impertinent  shoulder,  she  said  : 

"Your  Lordship  is  unaware  of 
my  caprice  to-night.  I  do  not 
dance." 

The  music  began  again,  the 
room  broke  up  into  chattering 
couples,  and  the  ball  went  on, 

but  Lord  E went  outside  and 

stood  in  the  rain,  wrapped  in  his 
long  coat,  and  in  unpalatable 
meditation.  If  he  might  not 
dance  with  the  Duchess,  he 
would  dance  with  none  else  that 
evening.  Footmen  and  link-boys 
passed  by,  and  as  one  man  jostled 
him  more  roughly  than  the  rest 
he  spied  a  glittering  something 
in  his  hand. 

"Hold     there!"     said     Lord 

E .     "What  have  you?    Did 

I  drop  a  buckle?" 

"No,  your  lordship,"  said  the 
man,  and  he  held  up  a  dainty, 
white  satin  slipper  bespattered 
with  mud,  yet  with  a  diamond 
buckle  which  glinted  and 
gleamed. 

"It  is  the  Duchess'  slipper," 
said  the  footman,  "which  her 
Excellency  dropped  in  alighting 
from  her  sedan  chair." 

A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


Co-Education  from  the  Phil- 
istine Point  of  View. 

When  all  the  rest  of  the  world 
is  by  fits  and  starts  worked  up 
over  the  question   of  co-educa- 
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tion,  the  Philistine  cannot  re- 
frain from  adding  its  little  say  to 
the  volumes  that  have  been  writ- 
ten on  this  perplexing  subject. 
It  isn't  going  to  add  a  volume, 
however,  dear  reader,  so  calm 
your  alarmed  spirits.  It  merely 
wishes  to  point  out  that  in  a  co- 
educational college  an  ideal  paper 
might  be  so  easily  attained. 

If  you  have  ever  been  at  all 
interested  in  the  budding  literary 
efforts  of  the  masculine  mind 
you  will  perhaps  have  noticed 
that  it  invariably  takes  form  in 
something  like  this  :  .... 
Our  hero  knocked  the  ashes  out 
of  his  pipe,  and  read  for  the 
second  time,  "If  you  value  your 
life,  do  not  stir  from  the  house 
to-morrow.  Men  have  been 
dogging  your  footsteps  for  days. 
The  web  is  woven.  They  expect 
to  capture  you  to-morrow  and 
rid  the  world  of  your  burden- 
some presence.  You  are  spoil- 
ing their  plans.  I  cannot  say 
more.  I  am  watched.  I  too  was 
once  an  honest  man.  But  they 
needed  me,  that  my  honest  face 
might  help  them  in  their  dealings 
with  the  world.  My  tale  is  too 
long  to  tell." 

Our  hero  had  found  this  bit  of 
paper  lying  on  the  doorstep  when 
he  returned  from  his  office. 
What  could  it  mean?  What 
could  they  want?  He  would 
smoke  another  pipe.  This  good 
old  counsellor  in  trouble  had 
never  forsaken  him.  ...  "I 
can't  sit  and  cower  all  day  in  my 
room."  Puff,  puff,  puff.  "Be- 
sides it's  my  duty  to  look  into 


this  mystery.  Perhaps  a  gang 
of  thieves  are  meditating  a  coup 
on  the  bank."  To  be  sure  he  had 
been  working  there  late  for  the 
last  three  or  four  nights.  It 
never  occurred  to  him,  however, 
that  he  might  perhaps  have  been 
interfering  with  the  plans  of  a 
band  of  bank  breakers.  Any 
way,  there  was  fun  going,  and 
our  hero  bristled  all  over.  The 
future  would  unfold  the  mystery. 
.  .  .  .  He  would,  however, 
at  least  take  precautions.  So 
our  hero  gets  to  work  polishing 
up  his  revolvers.  With  a  good 
brace  of  six-shooters  in  his  hip 
pocket  he  could  laugh  at  Fate, 
at  least  until  a  policeman  came  to 

his  aid 

"Ha,  ha,"  he  laughed,  "this  is  the 
moment  I  have  been  waiting  for 
all  my  life !     .     ..." 

The  masculine  pen  delights  in 
burglaries,  detective  stories, 
blood,  thunder  and  adventures 
with  wild  beasts,  while  the  fem- 
inine pen,  on  the  other  hand,  as 
you  very  well  know,  takes  great- 
est pleasure  in  dallying  with  the 
beauties  of  nature.  Sweet, 
charming,  rural  tales  are  its  joys, 
and  anything  that  is  lovely, 
sweet  and  adorable  drives  it  to 
ecstasy.  Thus  it  is  that  all  its 
efforts  drift  instinctively  into  this 
type:     .... 

"Away  off  among  the  lavender 
hills  of  Virginia,  nestling  in  a 
verdant  meadow,  against  a  dark- 
green  background  of  forest  trees 
crouches  the  dear  old  white- 
washed farm  house.  Oh!  many 
are  the  happy  days  that  I  have 
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spent  there.  Heigh  ho.  It 
seems  but  yesterday  that  I  said 
good-bye  to  the  dear,  sweet  spot. 
Well  I  remember  the  whole  part- 
ing. I  had  stopped  at  the  old 
pump  for  a  last  long  draught  of 
the  good  spring-water.  Perhaps 
only  to  steady  my  voice,  though 
it  had  been  a  weary  climb  from 
the  village.  But  a  merry  ripple  of 
laughter  in  the  doorway  told  me 
that  I  had  been  seen.  And  in 
a  moment  two  eager  arms  were 
about  my  neck  and  Miranda 
Silvia  Maria's  lovely  china-blue 
eyes  looked  into  my  more  sombre 
browns."     .... 

I  think  every  one  of  the  Phil- 
istine 's  readers  will  recognize 
the  type  without  my  going 
deeper  into  detail,  and  possessing 
feminine  minds,  they  would 
probably  all  finish  up  the  story 
in  exactly  the  same  way. 

But  this  is  not  my  point.  Does 
any  one  recognize  the  literary 
heights  to  which  the  Philistine 
might  ascend  were  this  ideal 
combination  of  spice  and  sugar 
possible?  If  so,  perhaps  they 
will  think  about  it  seriously,  and 
give  their  names  to  a  petition  re- 
questing that  men  may  be  al- 
lowed to  partake  of  the  educa- 
tional advantages  possessed  by 
this  great  institution  of  learning, 
Bryn  Mawr  College. 

H.  J.  C,  '02. 


A  Transformation. 

Belinda  I  saw  on  the  field  one 

day 
In  corduroy  basket-ball  array. 
She  caught  the  ball,  she  made  it 

bounce, 


She  was  everywhere  on  the  field 

at  once, 
With    cheers    and    shouts    you 

could  hear  them  yell 
For    Belinda    who    played    the 

game  so  well. 

Belinda  I  saw  on  the  following 

night, 
In  velvet  and  ruffles  all  bedight. 
With  a  glass  for  his  eye  and  a 

white  perruque, 
A  dainty,  powdered,  bediamond 

duke, 
Would  think  with  dismay  (if  he 

thought  at  all), 
That   a   demoiselle   ever  should 

play  at  ball. 

A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


The  Junior-Senior  Supper. 

Another  Junior-Senior  supper 
a  thing  of  the  past! 

When  1 90 1  received  the  invi- 
tation announcing  that  the  Gym 
was  the  scene  of  festivities,  we 
had  visions  of  toiling  Juniors 
bearing  Birnam  Woods  to  Dunsi- 
nane  to  decorate  the  impossible 
Gym,  and  when  the  leaves  out  of 
perversity  delayed  their  appear- 
ance we  pitied  1902  more  and 
more.  However,  our  sympathy 
was  quite  wasted.  Imagine, 
gentle  reader,  the  Gym  a  bower, 
a  sylvan  grotto,  and  you  have  the 
scene  that  presented  itself  to  the 
astonished  gaze  of  1901  last  Fri- 
day evening  on  entering  the 
building.  The  two  classes  as- 
sembled in  Merion  and  marched, 
to  the  cheering  strains  of  "Come, 
Classmates,   All,"  to  the   Gym, 


the;  fortnightly  Philistine. 


where  they  were  greeted  with  all 
the  beauties  that  nature  and 
science  can  contribute  to  dazzle 
the  twentieth  century  eye.  In  ad- 
dition to  nature,  fancy  electric 
lights  in  the  Gym!  Yet  it  is 
true.  Wires  were  stretched 
across  from  balcony  to  balcony, 
forming  a  roof,  from  which 
Japanese  lanterns,  lighted  by 
electric  bulbs  hung.  "0  tem- 
pora,  0  mores!"  How  we 
should  like  to  pause  to  meditate 
on  the  vicissitudes  the  Gym  has 
undergone,  but  we  must  on.  The 
three  long  parallel  tables  were 
charmingly        decorated        with 


stands  of  American  Beauty  roses 
and  with  fern  leaves  spread  on 
the  cloth,  and  candelabra  with 
pink  shades,  shed  a  soft  light  on 
the  best-bib-and-tuckered  guests. 

"What  good  food,  and  how 
hot  it  is!"  one  hungry  Senior 
was  heard  to  say,  and  indeed  she 
was  quite  justified  in  her  mate- 
rialistic statements.  There  was 
the  usual  singing  of  class  and 
college  songs  throughout  the 
evening  and  of  course  the  spark- 
ling repartee  of  the  well-known 
witlings.  Miss  Congdon  arose 
and  proposed  a  toast  to  1901  in 
which  she  discussed  class  spirit 
as  the  seed  of  college  spirit.  She 
showed  that  the  rivalry  and  con- 
troversy of  classes  was  an  essen- 
tial element  of  college  spirit. 
She  concluded  by  welcoming  the 
Class  of  1 90 1  in  very  happy 
terms.  Miss  Reilly  responded  to 
the  toast  by  proposing  a  toast  to 
1902.  Then  we  cheered  our  Col- 
lege and  ourselves  and  had  a  very 
satisfactory  glorification  meeting 
generally.  Stunts  by  different 
lights  of  the  classes  entertained 
the  assembly  until  the  auspicious 
moment  when  the  curtains  were 
drawn  aside. 

Miss  Miller  charmed  us  by 
singing  the  college  favorite,  "The 
Bailiff's  Daughter;"  Miss  Clin- 
ton, in  an  admirably  dramatic 
way,  rendered  "The  Old-Fash- 
ioned  Dipper,"  while  Miss  Ream 
lent  voice  and  frame  to  heart- 
rending "Santa  Lucia" ;  Miss 
Cross  favored  and  edified  us  with 
the  moral  song  of  the  wee  pigs, 
and  Miss  Plunkctt,  on  behalf  of 
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the  C.  K.  T's.,  delighted  us  with 
"Arcady." 

Presently  a  tinkle  was  heard 
and  the  curtains  were  pulled 
aside,  discovering  M.  Beaucaire 
and  the  Duke  of  Winterset  at 
cards.  If  I  could  bestow  due 
praise,  how  I  should  like  to  dwell 
on  the  play  and  on  the  cleverness 
of  1902  in  thinking  of  and 
dramatizing  M.  Beaucaire.  The 
cast  was  as  follows : 

Monsieur  Beaucaire.  Anne 
Rotan ;  Duke  of  Winterset,  Alice 
H.  Day;  Mr.  Molyneux,  Caro- 
line E.  McManus ;  Sir  Hugh 
Guilford,  Jean  B.  Clark;  Due  de 
Mirepoix,  Ethel  Clinton;  Henri 
of  Beaujolais,  Elizabeth  T. 
Lyon ;  Jean,  Frances,  servants  of 
Beaucaire,  Jane  H.  Cragin, 
Martha  B.  Jenkins ;  Whiffen. 
Henry,  servants  of  Winterset, 
Elise  M.  Gignoux,  Marion  H. 
Haines ;  Lady  Rellerton,  Kate  I. 
Du  Val ;  Lady  Mary  Carlisle, 
Grace  Douglas. 

Miss  Rotan's  acting  was  very 
spirited  and  graceful,  especially 
in  the  scene  before  Lady  Reller- 
ton's  house  where  she  goes  in 
raptures  over  Lady  Mary's  rose. 
Miss  Douglas  made  a  most 
charming  eighteenth  century 
belle.  The  staging  was  exceed- 
ingly well  done  and  the  costumes 
were  ravishing. 

It  was  rather  curious  to  watch 
the  spirits  of  hosts  and  guests 


during  Junior-Senior.  At  first 
we  were  all  gay  and  animated, 
but  towards  the  close  of  the  even- 
ing after  the  loving  cup  had  been 
passed  around,  and  "Auld  Lang 
Syne"  sung,  each  person  grew 
serious  as  she  realized  that  the 
friends  of  three  years'  standing 
were  soon  parting.  The  supper 
was  a  great  success,  and  will  long 
be  remembered  by  both  classes. 
1902,  you  covered  yourself  with 
glory. 
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A  Tragedy  in  Two  Acts. 

Dramatis  Personam: 


Delia, 
Ophelia, 
Amelia, 
A  maid, 


Actl. 


Scene:  Study  of  Delia. 

Delia  (seated  at  desk  solilo- 
quizing) . — Well,  the  semester 
coming  to  a  close  at  last.  Dear 
old  semester.  I've  enjoyed  it. 
But  the  question  is,  have  I 
profited  by  it?  Have  I  learned 
a  great  deal?  There  are  those 
four  lectures  I  went  to  in  Feb- 
ruary, and  the  Pol.  Econ.  private 
reading  I  did  one — but  no,  that 
was  in  the  first  semester.  Really, 
I  begin  to  think  I've  neglected 
my  books  a  little.  Well,  I'll  re- 
form this  very  afternoon.  I'll 
put  up  an  engaged  sign,  get  out 
that  old  condition  essay  of  mine, 

and 

(Knock  at  door.  Enter  Ophe- 
lia.) 

Ophelia      (wearily).    —   Ah, 


Students. 


Delia,  you're  here,  are  you?  I 
don't  want  to  see  you  at  all,  but 
every  one  else  is  cramming  in 
Taylor  or  scampering  over  the 
basket-ball  field  under  the  grat- 
ifying impression  that  valuable 
time  is  being  utilized  to  the  best 
account,  nice,  commonplace,  un- 
intelligent children  that  they  are. 

Delia. — What's  the  matter 
with  you,  Ophelia? 

Ophelia. — Oh  nothing ;  no- 
thing in  the  world.  One  says 
what  one  thinks  in  this  place  of 
hypocrisies  and  is  immediately 
put  down  as  being  a  joker  or  a 
lunatic.  You  aren't  bored  to 
death,  I  suppose.  You  like  all 
this,  you  love  it.  You  are  sorry 
vacation  is  coming,  and  wish  it 
took  eight  instead  of  four  years 
to  get  a  degree.  Well,  I'm  a 
little  different,  I  am 


IO 
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Delia. — You  are  in  a  bad  hu- 
mor. 

Ophelia. — Yes,  exactly.  And 
why?  Because  I'm  hungry.  Be- 
cause I  was  locked  out  at  break- 
fast and  forgot  to  go  to  luncheon 
Because 

Delia. — Why,  why  on  earth 
didn't  you  say  so  before?  This 
is  dreadful.  Go  and  lie  down  on 
the  couch — take  care !  There's 
a  bottle  of  ink  between  those  two 
cushions — and  I'll  get  you  some 
crackers. 

Ophelia. — Oh  thanks,  don't 
trouble  yourself  so  much.  A 
beefsteak  would  do  just  as  well. 

Delia  (thoughtfully).  —  Let 
me  see.  There  are  those  choco- 
late wafers.  But  I  must  keep 
them  for  the  party  to-night.  I 
wonder  if  she'd  be  satisfied  with 
Educators,  Educators  and  lem- 
onade. Ophelia  (doubtfully)  do 
you  think  Ed 

Ophelia. — No,  frankly,  I  don't. 
I  wish  to  sustain  life,  not  take  it 
away.  And  yet  (pensively) 
where's  the  use?  Why  go  on 
existing  and  existing,  a  trial  to 
one's  friends,  a  burden  to  one's 
self?  Perhaps  you  have  some 
laudanum  or  arsenic,  Delia.  That 
would  do  me  nicely,  I  think. 
One  pang  in  exchange  for  many. 
No  more  quizzes.  No  more  ex- 
aminations.    Rest  and  peace. 

Delia. — You  really  are  quite 
hungry,  aren't  you?  Well,  I 
have  no  food,  but  I  have  an  idea. 

Ophelia.  —  Thanks.  Ideas 
don't  seem  to  fit  the  needs  of  this 
case.  I  have  them  myself  in 
abundance,  but  my  appetite  re- 
mains undiminished. 


Delia  (with  dignity).  —  It 
would  be  as  well,  Ophelia,  if  you 
didn't  interrupt  with  flippancies 
when  I'm  working  in  your  in- 
terests. My  idea  is  that  we  go 
to  Amelia's  for  tea.  Her  larder 
is  unexceptionable,  her  hospital- 
ity proverbial,  her  leisure  un- 
limited, and  her  room  conven- 
iently at  hand. 

Ophelia. — Yes ;  and  I  was 
there  Sunday  for  tea,  and  Mon- 
day I  was  there  for  tea,  and 
again  I  was  there  for  tea  yester- 
day when  Amelia  suggested  to 
me  that  I  need  not  reappear  dur- 
ing the  rest  of  the  week.  Would 
you  have  me  go  where  I  am  not 
welcome,  Delia? 

Delia  (kindly). — Well,  dear, 
I  don't  quite  see  how  you  are  to 
help  it,  if  you  go  anywhere  at 
all.  But  if  you  are  supersensi- 
tive and  feel  a  hesitancy  about 
trespassing  on  forbidden  ground, 
what  do  you  say  to  this  ?  (Whis- 
pers dramatically  in  Ophelia's 
ear.) 

Ophelia  (appreciatively).  — 
Why,  Delia,  this  is  worthy  of  a 
better  mind  than  yours.  How 
did  you  come  to  think  of  it? 
The  situation  is  now  not  only  re- 
lieved of  embarrassment,  but  is 
garnished  with  likelihood  of  di- 
version. Oh,  rare  and  splendid 
occasion !  Come,  we'll  begin  at 
once. 

Act  II. 

Scene :  Amelia's  room. 

Amelia   (alone,  reclining  in  a 

Morris  chair). — Can  I  really  be 

going  to  have  an  afternoon  to 

myself  at  last.     Why  this  is  too 
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good  to  be  true.  (Knock  at 
door.     Maid  appears.) 

Maid. — Two  ladies  to  see  you, 
Miss.  They  asked  to  be  shown 
to  your  room. 

(Enter  Delia  and  Ophelia  in 
traveling  suits  and  thick  veils, 
carrying  umbrellas  and  satchels.) 
Delia  (in  deep  guttural  tones). 
— How  do  you  do,  my  dear. 
You  got  our  telegram,  of  course, 
saying  we  were  coming.  Your 
mother  particularly  wished  us  to 
see  you.  I  used  to  be  a  school 
friend  of  hers,  you  know,  and 
this  (pulling  Ophelia  forward) 
is  my  daughter,  Jenny. 

Ophelia  (in  a  shrill  squeak). 
— How  do  you  do?  Glad  to 
meet  you. 

Amelia  (aside). — Strange!  I 
had  no  telegram,  and  they  seem 
remarkably  familiar.  (To  visi- 
tors) This  is  a  great  pleasure 
to  me.  Pray  sit  down.  Oh,  not 
in  that  dark  corner,  please.  Here 
on  the  window-seat  it  is  much 
more 


Delia  (hastily). — Thank  you, 
my  dear,  you  are  most  consider- 
ate. But  the  light  is  so  dis- 
tressing to  me.  My  eyes,  you 
know.  So  very  weak  and  sen- 
sitive. But  what  a  beautiful 
room  you  have,  my  dear,  and 
such  handsome  furniture.  See 
that  delightfully  quaint  old  chair, 
Jenny.  (Points  to  scratched 
and  battered  imitation  mahogany 
chair  with  one  arm  and  a  broken 

leg-) 

Amelia  (aside).  She  oughtn't 
to  have  worn  that  tie.  I'd 
recognize  it  in  a  thousand.  And 
that  umbrella  is  Cornelia's.  I've 


borrowed  it  often  enough  to 
know.  (Aloud)  I  was  sure 
you'd  like  my  chair.  Everyone 
does.  I  bought  it  from  another 
student  for  a  fabulous  price. 

Ophelia  (in  an  indignant 
aside). — Fabulous  indeed!  Fifty 
cents,  and  I  threw  in  at  least 
half  a  package  of  picture-wire. 

Delia. — That  tea-table,  too. 
Dainty,  attractive,  little  thing. 
What  a  pleasure  it  must  be  to 
serve  tea  from  it. 

Amelia  (aside). — Ah,  I  un- 
derstand. They've  come  for  tea. 
Overwhelming  impertinence ! 
(To  Delia,  with  great  urbanity) 
Pleasure?  Indeed,  yes.  No- 
thing affords  me  more  real  hap- 
piness than  making  tea.  May 
I  give  you  a  cup  ? 

Delia  (triumphantly  nudging 
Ophelia). — Thank  you,  thank 
you.  This  is  really  very  good  of 
you.  But  Jenny,  my  love,  do 
you  think  we  have  time? 

Ophelia. — Time?  Oh,  yes,  in 
plenty.  And  inclination  in  ex- 
cess. 

Amelia. — Then  will  you  excuse 
me  for  just  one  moment?  (Goes 
out.) 

Delia  (enthusiastically). — My 
dear  girl,  we  are  champion 
actresses.     She  has  no  idea ! 

Ophelia. — Hasn't  she?  Well, 
perhaps  not.     But 

Delia. — Hush !  She's  coming. 
(Re-enter  Amelia,  a  box  in  each 
hand.) 

Ophelia  (aside). — Good  gra- 
cious !     My  Huyler's ! 

Delia  (aside). — My  chocolate 
wafers ! 

Amelia    (sweetly). — I've  just 
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taken  a  few  things  from  my 
friends'  rooms,  you  see.  They 
borrow  so  often  from  me  that  I 
feel  perfectly  at  liberty  to  help 
myself,  of  course.  (Bell  rings 
without. ) 

Delia  (aside). — Dinner!  We 
have  to  dress.  (To  Amelia) 
My  dear,  I  think  we  must  go 
now.  We  have  had  a  most 
charming  afternoon. 

Amelia. — Have  you?  Oh,  I'm 
so  glad.  I've  done  what  I 
could  to  make  it  enjoyable  for 
you.  But  I've  still  a  little  sur- 
prise for  you.  (Slips  key 
noiselessly  from  key-hole,  steps 
outside  and  locks  door.  Delia 
and  Ophelia  gaze  at  each  other 
and  go  silently  through  the  first 
stages  of  comprehension.) 

Amelia  (from  without). — It  is 
a  surprise,  isn't  it?  Too  bad  it 
should  interfere  with  your  din- 
ner. But  you  are  perfectly  wel- 
come to  the  Huyler's  and  wafers, 
and  when  I  come  back  I'll  tell 
you  such  a  funny  story  about  the 
two  stupidest  girls  in  my  class. 
You'll  be  so  amused. 

Delia.  —  The  two  stupidest 
girls  in  the  class !  She  means 
us! 

Ophelia  (with  bitter  irony). — 
Oh,  does  she  ?  Impossible ! 
What  have  we  done  to  deserve 
such  a  title.  (Changing  tone  to 
one  of  pathos)  No  breakfast,  no 
luncheon,  no  dinner!  Those 
words  shall  be  in  my  epitaph. 

Delia.  —  Do  hush,  Ophelia ! 
Don't  you  suppose  I'm  hungry 
too?  But  Amelia's  got  to  let  us 
out  some  time  anl  then — well, 
there's  always  Glockers. 


1903  Basket-Bail  Song. 

Tune — "Soldiers  of  the  Queen." 
As  the  centers  swiftly  pass  the 
ball, 
The    forwards   put   it   in   the 
basket. 
Cheer    the    Captain,    cheer    the 
players  all, 
The  team  does  all  that  we  can 
ask  it. 
Every  sub  stands  waiting  on  the 
line 
Eager  for  a  chance  to  play, 
Every  player  with  all  her  might 
and  main, 
Help  to  win  our  victory  to- 
day. 

Chorus. 

Then  sing  and  cheer  for  1903, 

For  1903,  for  1903, 
And  for  the  victory  that's  to  be, 

For  the  Class  of  1903. 


Basket-Bail  Song. 

O  1902,  O  1902, 
We'll  soon  have  the  others  in 
a  hole; 
So  give  a  cheer  for  the  flag  of 
blue 
As  the  ball  rolls  neatly  in  the 
goal. 
There's    Cragin,    Adams,    Bill- 
meyer,  too, 
You  bet  we  own  the  field; 
With  Boyd  and  Chandler  tried 
and  true, 
We're  sure  to  make  our  rivals 
yield. 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


13 


D. 
W. 


Alumnae  Notes. 

'96. 

Ida  H.  Ogilvie,  who  has  been 
visiting  Mary  D.  Hopkins  at 
Low  Buildings,  expects  to  spend 
her  summer  in  the  Adirondacks 
doing  geological  field  work  for 
the  New  York  State  Geological 
Survey. 

Josephine  Colman  has  an- 
nounced her  engagement  to  Mr. 
Marconi,  an  Italian.  Mr.  Mar- 
coni is  the  inventor  of  wireless 
telegraphy. 

Edith  Wyatt  is  writing  stories 
for  the  New  York  Sun. 

Anne  Scattergood  Hoag  has  a 
son,  Garrett  Scattergood  Hoag, 
born  April  the  fifteenth. 

The  Class  of  '96  will  hold  a 
reunion  here  during  commence- 
ment week. 

'97; 

Elizabeth       Higginson       and 

Edith  Lawrence  have  been  visit- 
ing in  Pembroke. 
'98. 
Leila  Stoughton  expects  to  be 
at  Bryn  Mawr  for  the  '98  Class 
reunion  and  also  for  the  com- 
mencement exercises. 

'99- 
Laura     Peckham     and     Amy 


Steiner  have  been  making  a  visit 
of  a  few  days  in  Pembroke. 
1900. 

Margaretta  Morris  and  Louise 
Congdon's  book  of  "Bryn  Mawr 
Stories"  will  be  out  about  the 
fifteenth  of  May. 

Mary  and  Louise  Norcross 
spent  a  couple  of  days  at  College 
last  week.  Mary  Norcross  ex- 
pects to  take  Susan  Dewees' 
place  as  assistant  in  the  Burser's 
office  next  winter. 

Louise  Congdon  and  Aletta 
Van  Reypen  expect  to  be  here 
for  the  College  Breakfast  and  the 
1900  reunion,  which  will  take 
place  some  time  early  in  June. 

Leslie  Knowles  and  Cornelia 
Halsey  will  also  be  here  for 
their  Class  reunion. 

Constance  Rulison  is  going  to 
be  mistress  of  Pembroke  West 
next  year,  in  Miss  Smith's  place. 
1901. 

Edith  Houghton  expects  to 
appear  with  Richard  Mansfield 
in  "Monsieur  Beaucaire"  next 
winter.  She  sailed  for  Europe  on 
the  fourth  of  May,  to  take  a 
course  of  study  at  one  of  the  cele- 
brated actor's  schools  on  the  con- 
tinent. 


H 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 
Bryn  Mawr  Primer.     Lesson  II. 


Oh,  Ma,  what  is  this  pic-ture  ?  My  child,  how 
can  you  ask  ?  Do  you  not  know  it  ?  It  is  seen 
every-where. 


Come,  Mary,  and  see  what  my  teach-er  has 
giv-en  me.  What  is  it,  Jane  ?  It  is  a  quiz.  A 
quiz  is  not  a  pretty  thing,  Jane  ;  do  you  like  it  ?  Oh, 
no  ;  but  my  teach-er  likes  it. 
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Do  the  girls  sing?  No,  the  girls  do  not 
sing.  Do  the  girls  think  they  sing  ?  Oh,  yes  the 
girls  think  they  sing.     They  are  the  Orpheus  Club. 


Oh,  the  beau-ti-ful  bug !  See  him  crawl.  How 
quick-ly  he  moves  his  legs !  He  has  many  legs. 
Docs  he  live  in  your  room  ?  Yes,  he  lives  in  my 
room,  and  so  do  his  sisters  and  brothers. 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


it 


!P5 


It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 


JT-TTTTTTTTTTTVtTTTTTTT  MTMTMMMMIHMMIMTTITTT 
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SCHREIBER    &   KERR 


Ladies'  Trailers 

735  SOUTH 

«  ELEVENTH 

STREET.... 


own*  *j??jz 

Yachting,    and    Costumes    for     all 
1     kinds  of    Outdoor   Sports  and  Pas- 
times    J«     <£      J*     j*     j&     <#     j* 


PHILADELPHIA 


TTTTTT TTTTTTTTT 


\u\u\',  t',', mi  iWMmmmwwmmmum;umvwwi' 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Horth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


i2i  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

IMPORTERS  AND  MAKERS  OF 

Women's 
Hats  ■*  f 

824.826  CHESTNUT   STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 
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The  Ritten- 

house 


♦  * 


A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 
Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Corg1fcftde§"ce 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 
1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"The Thompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


$45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt,inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
KSS8  9io  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 


and  the 

most  delicious 


Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

1316  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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and. 


Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T,  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


^JFLEjIxJ^ 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  THOWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  launches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles   W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

124  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures  -»-■••■ 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  styles  in 
ladies'  jewelry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  and  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

i  206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
Fur  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


BRYN   MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
•to      Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


1223  Chestnut  St. 

»   »*■»  s 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

.    Chiropodist      Manicure 


First-Class 
Appointments 


do  you  use 
DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE    PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


Attractive      jrMl  popular 
Wall  Papers^eS?1 

A.  L.  DIAMENT  <£  CO. 
1624  CHESTNUT  STREET,  PHILA.,  PA. 

me  Bryn  law  Pharmacies  ^e 

OLDEST  AND   RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.   All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions    a   Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

Christian  Moore 

E.  K.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster   Avenue 
BRYN   MAWR,    PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  ftne  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  J>  J>  J*  .* 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 


In  Effect  November  26,  1900. 


Philadelphia  to  Bryn  Mawr. 


Bryn  Mawr  to  Philadelphia. 


A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

|12  01 

8  45 

12  15 

*3  40 

*5  42 

9  15 

6  18 

8  48 

12  18 

4  18 

7  18 

10  48 

6  00 

9  45 

*12  40 

3  45 

5  45 

9  45 

6  48 

*9  08 

12  48 

4  48 

*7  30 

11  18 

6  15 

10  15 

12  45 

*4  12 

*6  13 

10  15 

7  18 

9  18 

1  18 

*5  12 

7  48 

11  48 

6  35 

10  45 

1  15 

4  15 

6  15 

10  45 

*7  40 

*9  38 

1  48 

5  18 

8  18 

6  45 

11  45 

1  45 

*4  42 

6  45 

*11  29 

7  48 

9  48 

2  18 

5  48 

8  48 

7  15 

2  15 

4  45 

7  15 

11  30 

*8  10 

10  18 

2  48 

6  18 

9  18 

7  45 

2  45 

*5  09 

7  45 

8  18 

10  48 

3  18 

C48 

9  48 

8  15 

3  15 

5  15 

8  15 

*8  36 

11  18 

3  48 

7  02 

10  18 

SUNDAY  TRAINS. 


A.  M. 


P.  M       P.  M.       P.  M. 


A.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M. 


7  00 

8  15 
»  15 

9  45 

10  45 

11  45 


12  45 

3  45 

7  15 

11  45 

7  18 

11  48 

12  48 

5  48 

8  48 

1  15 

4  45 

8  15 

7  48 

1  48 

6  18 

9  18 

1  45 

5  15 

9  15 

8  48 

2  48 

6  48 

9  48 

2  15 

5  45 

9  45 

9  48 
10  18 

3  48 

7  18 

10  18 

2  45 

6  15 

10  15 

4  48 

7  48 

10  48 

3  15 

6  45 

11  15 

10  48 

5  18 

8  18 

11  18 

♦Express  Trains. 


fDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  Tours 

The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  address  GEO.  W.  BOYD, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,   Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 
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Editorial. 

The  distressing  time  of  the 
year,  the  period  of  farewells  is 
upon  us.  True,  three  of  us,  or 
the  greater  portions  of  three  of 
us  are  looking  forward  to  ming- 
ling together  again  next  year, 
but  you,  1 901,  are  about  to  leave 
us  and  go  forth  into  the  world 
to  perform  your  mission.  After 
four  years  of  preparation  for  this 
battle  with  life,  four  years  of 
preliminary   rubbing  up  against 


your  fellow-beings  in  this  minia- 
ture world,  Bryn  Mawr,  four 
years  of  rectifying  mistakes  (for 
we  all  make  mistakes  and  our 
true  worth  varies  with  our  abil- 
ity to  recognize  them  as  such), 
four  years  of  schooling  your- 
selves for  higher  aims  and  aspi- 
rations,— you,  1901,  are  about  to 
add  your  leaven  of  culture  and 
refinement  to  the  world,  make 
your  effort  to  beautify  and  uplift 
humanity,  and  give  existing  con- 
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ditions   a  little  better   start  to- 
wards the  ultimate  Golden  Age. 

You  are  enthusiastic  with  your 
plans  of  the  many  things  you  will 
accomplish  next  year  and  in  suc- 
ceeding years,  and  it  is  right  that 
you  should  be  enthusiastic  and 
aim  high  if  your  ambitions  are  to 
be  anything  but  chimerical,  for 
you  all  know  the  trite,  almost 
proverbial,  "Aim  at  the  spire 
and  you  may  possibly  reach  the 
steeple."  But  being  successful 
is  a  hard  road  to  trudge  along 
and  you  will  doubtless  many  a 
time  look  back  longingly  on 
years  spent  here  when  you  were 
free  from  your  self-imposed  re- 
sponsibilities and  obligations  to 
be  a  factor  for  good  in  the  world, 
and  a  material  aid  to  your  fel- 
low beings.  We  are  all  given 
but  a  few  years  in  which  we  can 
choose  between  greater  or  less 
success  and  nonentity — dismal 
failure.  We  naturally  all  desire 
the  former,  but  it  is  so  much 
easier  to  sit  about  calmly  and 
wait  for  something  to  happen 
while  our  best  years  are  slipping 
away  that  sometimes  we  have 
difficulty  in  even  making  that 
necessary  effort  for  a  success 
which  only  comes  after  long  and 
tireless  effort. 

But  I  see  you  are  smothering 
yawns,  1901.  The  Philistine 
must  apologize  for  these  com- 
monplaces, but  voices  the  feel- 
ings of  the  College  when  it  says 
that  this  year's  conferring  of  de- 
grees is  to  make  a  hole  in  our 
ranks  and  affections  which  noth- 
ing can  fill.     May  you  ever  be  as 


popular  and  successful  as  you 
have  always  been  during  your 
four  years  at  Bryn  Mawr,  Oh, 
1901 !  Here's  a  long  life, 
health,  prosperity  and  peace  to 
each  one  of  you  ! 


Notice. 

The  College  Breakfast  will  be 
given  in  the  College  Gymnasium 
at  12  M.  on  Wednesday,  June 
5.  Tickets  can  be  obtained  un- 
til May  29  of  Ruth  Strong,  23 
Pembroke  East.  The  price  of 
the  tickets  will  be  one  dollar. 


The  Great  Hititoff  Diamond 
Robbery. 

"Well,  Holmes,"  said  I,  en- 
tering the  familiar  Baker  street 
study,  "I  haven't  seen  much  of 
you  since  you  went  on  the  stage." 

"Have  a  cigar,"  said  Sherlock, 
absently  offering  me  the  cocaine 
bottle. 

"Ah,  in  training?"  as  I  waved 
it  back.  "Sit  down,"  he  con- 
tinued, "you  have  hurried,  I  see." 

"Ha !"  I  cried,  startled.  "How 
did  you  deduce  that?" 

"Because  you  are  out  of 
breath,"  replied  my  friend. 

"Have  you  been  reading  the 
accounts  of  this  Hititoff  dia- 
mond robbery?"  I  asked,  as  I 
removed  my  coat. 

"I  expect  the  Princess  Hiti- 
toff to  interview  me  in  four  min- 
utes and  a  half,"  said  Holmes, 
taking  out  his  watch. 

Knowing  Holmes  too  well  to 
be  startled,  I  simply  said,  "Why, 
the  Princess,  and  not  the 
Prince?" 
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"Because,  my  dear  Watson', 
she  herself  is  the  thief." 

"How,  in  "  I  began. 

"And  what,"  ran  on  Holmes, 
suavely,  "would  therefore  be  her 
first  move  to  divert  suspicion 
from  herself?" 

"Appeal  to  the  greatest  detec- 
tive to  aid  her  in  detecting  the 
supposed  criminals!"  I  cried, 
light  breaking  upon  me.  "But 
this  doesn't  explain  how  you 
know  her  guilt." 

"When  a  woman  loses  $1,000,- 
ooo  in  one  night  at  roulette  with- 
out her  husband's  knowledge, 
as  I  saw  the  Princess  do  three 
nights  ago,  while  working  out  a 
clew  on  the  P.  D.  Q.  forgery 
case,  she  can't  appeal  to  her  hus- 
band for  money.  What  does  she 
do?     She  pawns  her  jewels." 

"I  suppose  you  have  the  pawn 
ticket  already,"  I  remarked. 

"Occasionally,  my  dear  Wat- 
son, you  almost  evince  per- 
spicacity," said  Holmes,  draw- 
ing a  leather  case  from  his 
pocket.  He  touched  a  spring, 
and  the  lid  flew  open,  releasing 
a  thousand  blinding  scintillations 
from  the  ancestral  Hetitoff 
jewels  within. 

Just  then  a  knock  came  at 
the  door. 

"Ah !"  said  Holmes,  slipping 
the  case  into  his  pocket.  "She  is 
a  minute  ahead  of  time.  She 
must  have  taken  a  hansom. 
Come  in." 

A  veiled  woman,  dressed  en- 
tirely in  black,  entered  the  room 
and  silently  seated  herself  in 
the  chair  offered  her. 


"You  need  not  have  troubled 
over  this  disguise,  madam,"  said 
my  friend,  "nor,  indeed,  need  I 
inquire  your  business." 

"Indade,  no  sorr,"  said  the 
veiled  Princess,  "It's  mesilf 
thinks  ye  ought  to  know  be  this 
toime.  This  is  the  fifth  toime 
oi'm  afther  bringin'  yez  wash- 
bill." 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 
A.  M,  K.,  '03. 


The  Sophomore  Supper. 

On  Friday  evening,  May  10, 
the  Class  of  1903  gathered  for  its 
Sophomore  Supper.  The  neigh- 
boring woods  had  been  searched 
for  flowers,  and  in  spite  of  the 
rain,  by  nine  o'clock  Pembroke 
dining-room  presented  a  gala  ap- 
pearance. The  five  places  on 
either  side  of  the  East  door  were 
banked  with  greens  and  apple 
blossoms,  while  between  them 
the  class  flag  held  the  place  of 
honor.  The  arrangement  of  the 
tables  in  the  form  of  a  horseshoe 
and  their  decorations  of  white 
roses  and  greens  added  greatly 
to  the  attractiveness  of  the  scene. 
After  marching  in  to  the  time  of 
"Uranus  Brynmawrensium,"  the 
class  drank  a  toast  to  President 
Thomas,  which  was  gracefully 
proposed  by  Miss  Raymond,  the 
toastmistress.  In  spite  of  the 
menu,  which  was  strictly  for  "low 
livers  and  high  thinkers,"  the 
evening  passed  by  very  quickly 
and  merrily.  Miss  Smart  in 
her  toast  to  "Brynmawritus," 
made  every  one  grateful  to  think 
that  she  had  escaped  that  dread 
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disease.  Miss  Larabee  made 
some  feeling  remarks  about  the 
"Gym  Horse;"  and  "Trots,"  or 
"Four  Years  in  the  Saddle," 
were  most  amusingly  discussed 
by  Miss  Tyler.  Our  Saturday 
afternoons  were  pleasantly  re- 
called by  Miss  Langdon,  and! 
Miss  Wagner  and  Miss  Mon- 
tague toasted  "Single  Life"  and 
"Poses,"  Miss  Meigs  reminded 
us  that  there  were  still  two  more 
years  in  which  to  win  athletic 
honors  for  1903,  and  Miss  White, 
after  a  modest  introduction,  pic- 
tured the  new  Library  which 
might  exist  by  that  time.  Every 
one  entered  into  the  fun  with 
spirit,  and  the  songs  and  toasts 
were  varied  by  "stunts"  given  by 
various  members  of  the  class. 
Miss  Wattson's  toast  to  1901 
gave  opportunity  to  a  hearty 
cheer  for  our  seniors.  After  an 
excellent  toast  to  the  class  ©'/ 
Miss  Whitney,  a  Highland 
Toast  was  drunk  to  our  Presi- 
dent and  to  1903,  and  with 
"Auld  Lang  Syne"  the  Class 
separated  until  the  Senior  Class 
supper,  two  years  hence. 


1901. 

Nineteen  Hundred  and  One, 
although  an  Athletic  Damsel 
with  Much  Developed  Muscle, 
has  an  Extremely  Womanly  Ex- 
terior, and  indulges  in  All 
Elegant  Whims;  in  fact,  she  is 
a  Little  Childish  Beauty,  with 
Exquisite  Red  Curls,  and  is 
known  as  a  Charming  Feminine 
Belle,  Ever  Coy.  She  Makes 
Friends  Always,  in  spite  of  the 


fact  that  she  Looks  Somewhat 
Haughty,  and  Has  Lived  Re- 
mote; on  account  of  her  Ex- 
tremely Fastidious  Mind  and 
High  Patrician  Characteristics 
she  utters  Caustic  Sentiments, 
and  Snarls  Like  Caesar;  never- 
theless she  is  a  Joyous  Rounder, 
whose  Artful  Antics  have  given 
the  impression  that  she  is  Eter- 
nally Cutting  Capers;  strange  to 
say,  though  she  is  a  Great  Pun- 
ster, she  Can't  Master  Witti- 
cisms; her  Jokes  Come  Heed- 
lessly, so  that  when  she  Mimics 
People  she  Makes  Enormous 
Breaks,  over  which  she  is  Always 
Merrily  Screaming.  I  would  not 
have  you  think,  however,  that 
she  lacks  Moral  Strenuousness; 
on  the  contrary,  she  Founds 
Sunday  Schools,  and  is  Mod- 
erately Respectable,  though  she 
Likes  Mild  Tears,  and  Can  Say 

D .     She  Knows  Lots,  and 

being  Very  Obstreperous,  she 
Enters  Disputes  Like  Lightning. 
We  strongly  suspect  that  she  is 
a  Budding  Genius,  for  she  Ele- 
vates The  Drama,  and  Finishes 
Most  Rivals,  By  Musical 
Charms.  Ever  Studying  Will- 
ingly, she  is  a  Lightning  Figurer 
having  Grown  Devotedly  Mathe- 
matical; though  Loaded  with 
Greek  she  Makes  English  Major, 
and  Her  Tremendous  Record 
shows  her  to  be  an  Extremely 
Wide  Thinker.  She  is  not  en- 
tirely balanced,  however,  for 
when  Made  Excessively  Angry 
she  Ejaculates  Heated  Jibes,  and 
Madly  Lacerates  Wall-Paper; 
and  shrieks  that  she  is  a  Ballad 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


Monger.  Because  she  Keeps 
Lazvs,  she  declares  that  she  has 
Judicial  Propensities,  and  that 
Education  Fascinates  Her,  be- 
cause she  makes  it  Hot  For  Tad- 
poles. On  the  field,  Moving 
Most  Lightly,  she  Muffs  No 
Balls.  Wait  a  few  years,  and 
you  will  see  her  Ever  The 
Dandy,  in  Gorgeous  Klothes; 
Eminent,  Doing  Europe,  being 
one  of  those  people  who  is  popu- 
lar everywhere,  But  Marries 
Late,  if  ever. 

1901. 


To  the  Editor  of  The  Philis- 
tine, 

Dear  Sir: 

I  take  the  liberty  of  placing  be- 
fore your  readers  some  "Frag- 
ments" found  among  the  papers 
of  a  departed  undergraduate, 
some  meek  and  unobtrusive  soul, 
the  bulk  of  whose  work  seems  to 
have  been  destroyed,  probably  by 
some  envious  hand.  The  re- 
maining poems,  however,  seem  to 
me  to  show  the  true  tenor  of  the 
average  student's  thought. 
Though  absorbed  in  the  activities 
of  daily  life  her  immortal  soul  is 
soaring  in  sheer  heights.  In 
these  days  which  see  the  culmina- 
tion of  the  last  decade's  thought 
at  Bryn  Mawr  in  the  publication 
of  "A  Book  of  Bryn  Mawr 
Stories,"  many  lights  are  thrown 
on  the  lives  and  thoughts  of  the 
graduate  and  undergraduate, 
but  the  deep  strain  of  poetry 
and  passion  which  we  know,  en- 
noble  the  lives  and  illumine  the 
faces  of  our  dearest  companions, 


is  ignored.  Though  the  writer 
of  these  verses  is  unknown  to  me, 
I  am  loath  to  lift  the  veil  of  pri- 
vacy from  these  verses,  except 
that  I  feel  they  represent  a  phase 
of  Bryn  Mawr  life,  hitherto  un- 
noticed ; — 

Scholasta. 
Fragment  I. 

I  heard  the  whisper  of  a  star 
Come  with  the  dew,  as  cometh 
Death, 
Transcending  cycles  from  afar 
With     tincture     of     celestial 

breath, 
That  speaks  unto  my  soul  and 
saith 
"O  thou  art  not  as  others  are !" 
I  leaned  my  body  'thwart  the 
sill 
Into  the  limpid  pools  of  night 
To    catch    the    echo    of    that 
thrill, 
That  arrow  of  the  Infinite, 

Pulsing  as  doth  a  ray  of  light 
Through  petals  of  the  hyophil. 
Refulgent    spirit   thou   may'st 

crown 
With  ivy  my  wind-lifted  hair 
That    through    thy    ministry    I 
drown 
This  witness  to  my  wild  de- 
spair, 
O  throb  with  pain  thou  lambent 
Air, 
Offspring   of   great    Omnimi- 
form. 

Fragment  II. 

Where  is  the  lovely  hyophil 
That  blossoms  in  unlooked-for 
nooks, 
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By    banks    of    never-flowing 
brooks 
Under  the  vanished  Hell? 

Within  thy  gold  encircled  heart 
Tears  of  the  infinite  are  hid, 
That  never  flowed  from  mor- 
tal lid 
But  from  the  uncreated  part  of 
voidless  Saradid. 

1901. 


The  Freshman  Supper. 

A  very  gay  and  happy  class 
of  Freshmen  dined  in  Pembroke 
on  Friday  evening,  May  17. 
With  spirits  undampened  by  the 
defeat  of  the  afternoon,  they 
gathered  about  the  pretty  tables 
determined  to  have  as  jolly  a 
time  as  possible  and  to  forget  all 
trials  and  tribulations,  such  as 
essays    and    basket-ball. 

Pembroke's  pride,  the  great 
dining-hall,  looked  its  loveliest 
in  honor  of  this  youngest  class 
of  our  Alma  Mater.  Great 
bowls  of  delicate  pink  roses 
caused  the  upper  classmen  spec- 
tators to  heave  sighs  of  wonder 
at  such  Freshmen  lavishness, 
while  around  the  walls  hung  dog- 
wood and  lilac  blossoms  in  artis- 
tic profusion.  The  long  tables 
were  cleverly  arranged  in  the 
form  of  1904's  class  lantern.  At 
the  "apex"  of  this  effective  de- 
sign sat  Mistress  Phyllis  Greene, 
toastmaster  of  the  evening,  who 
filled  her  position  admirably  and 
introduced  the  ten  toasts  with 
very  witty  little  speeches. 

The  toasts,  of  course,  ranged 
over  many  and  varied  subjects. 
Miss  Gillander's  "The  Future  of 


Our  Class/,"  was  original  and 
clever,  and  especially  popular,, 
perhaps  because  of  its  personal 
element,  while  "Glockers,"  re- 
sponded to  by  Miss  Kohn,  was 
spoken  with  an  earnestness,  aris- 
ing, perhaps,  from  infinite  depths 
of  experience,  which  could  not 
fail  to  be  effective,  Miss  Ullman's 
"A  bas  the  Ardmore  Trespass- 
ers," was  written  in  verse,  very 
good  verse,  too,  and  delivered  in 
a  very  "fiery"  and  spirited  man- 
ner. 

And  the  very  best  feature  of 
all  the  toasts  from  "Basket-Ball" 
to  "William,"  "the  only  'male' 
subject  introduced,"  was  the 
hearty  class  spirit  and  good  fel- 
lowship with  which  they  were 
given. 

The  impromptu  toasts  pro- 
voked, though  perhaps  uninten- 
tionally, great  mirth,  and  not  a 
little  pleasure  was  added  to  the 
evening  by  little  "cafe  chantant" 
episodes,  such  as  bee-dances  and 
"San  Toy"  songs.  The  dinner 
was  ended  by  Miss  Rockwell's 
response  to  "Our  Class,"  which 
showed  1904's  earnest  desire  to 
be  a  credit  to  Bryn  Mawr.  The 
college  hymn  was  then  sung  and 
the  Freshmen  separated  to  meet 
again  next  year — Freshmen  no 
longer,  but  members  at  last  of 
the  "other  classes,"  so  enthusi- 
astically toasted  by  Miss  Suther- 
land. 


Appreciation. 

When  Jocosa  entered  her  last 
year  at  College,  her  receptive 
brain  brimming  with  facts  and 
lying  open  to  new  impressions, 
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she  entered  upon  a  course  in 
English  wherein  she  imbibed 
many  new  ideas,  and  learned  to 
view  the  world  and  her  fellow- 
men  from  every  possible  point 
of  view.  Her  mind  being  not 
thoroughly  formed,  however,  she 
found  herself  troubled  by  a  ten- 
dency to  vacillate  and  waver 
mentally,  and  to  change  her 
esthetic  and  critical  attitude 
with  dizzy  rapidity.  At  the  be- 
ginning of  the  year,  she  wrote  to 
her  mother  in  this  wise : 

"My   dear  Mamma'. 

"I  find  College  much  the  same 
as  usual,  with  a  fairly  average 
note  of  provinciality  about  it,  but 
a  hopeful  and  delightful  strain  of 
dignity  and  distinction.  I  have 
discovered  that  on  becoming  an 
upper  classman  one  feels  one's 
self  swayed  more  by  mildness 
and  sweet  reasonableness,  less  by 
the  caprice  which  ruins  all  true 
amenity.  We  have  been  enjoy- 
ing ourselves  after  a  certain 
fashion,  but  I  fully  believe  that 
our  class  is  the  last  which  can 
boast  of  any  vivacity ;  we  are  all 
going  into  drab ;  and  when  we 
are  gone,  I  tremble  to  think  what 
will  become  of  the  college,  for 
not  another  class  has  the  slightest 
power  of  conduct  or  beauty,  the 
slightest  power  of  applying  ideas 
to  life.  The  young  lions  of  the 
Freshman  Class  may  roar  their 
loudest.  We  are  the  last  class 
possessing  energy,  or  exercising 
a  good,  a  noble  influence  on  that 
powerful  but  narrow-toned  or- 
gan, the   .Student  Body;   happy 


she  who  can  get  her  own  degree 
with  honor,  but  thrice  happy  she 
who  can  do  more. 

"Resignedly  yours, 

"Jocosa." 

Two  months  later,  her  mother 
received  the  following  epistle, 
on  pale  gray  paper : 

"When  I  consider,  dear  mam- 
ma, how  long  it  is  since  I  wrote 
to  you  last,  I  feel  a  certain  half 
regretful  anxiety  lest  you  should 
consider  me  careless  toward  you, 
or  lacking  in  the  delicate  tender- 
ness which  I  feel  for  one  who  has 
always  been  my  truly  alma  pa- 
rens. Opposite  me,  in  one  of 
those  curiously  carved  steins 
whose  intricate  workmanship  in- 
variably recalls  to  me  the  ornate 
objects  of  art  associated  with 
Verrochio,  rises  a  spray  of  white 
magnolias,  whose  rare  flowers, 
like  those  of  the  garden  at  home, 
remind  me  that  I  owe  you  a  let- 
ter. 

"I  am  well,  as  well  as  one  of 
my  languid  and  sensitive  tem- 
perament can  hope  to  be ;  happy, 
with  the  subdued  happiness  of 
one  who  feels  she  has  not  lived 
entirely  in  vain  or  wasted  a 
single  pleasure  that  life  has 
offered  her. 

"There  was  a  class-meeting 
last  night,  a  very  noisy  one.  I 
cast  my  vote  both  ways,  for  I 
could  not  bear  to  disoblige  the 
fair  creatures  about  me,  lovely, 
young  and  quaint  in  their  prim 
black  gowns.  No,  I  will  not 
offend ;   neminem   tristem   fecit; 
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is  not  that  the  keynote  of  living, 
mamma?  I  feel  it  to  be  so  to  the 
very  essence  of  my  being.  Not  a 
cloud,  not  a  wavering  vapor  of 
discontent  shall  shadow  me. 

"My  degree  seems  doubtful ;  I 
care  little.  One  glance  out  of 
my  window  at  the  cherry  tree 
whose  blinding  whiteness  is  a 
cloud  of  spray  against  the  milky 
sky,  the  sound  of  a  mandolin, 
touched  by  friendly  fingers  in  the 
distance,  the  peculiar,  enervating 
taste  of  tea, — these  things  com- 
pensate. 
"Joyously  if  languidly  yours, 

"Jocosa." 

After  an  interval  of  letters  in 
mixed  styles,  Jocosa's  startl'ed 
mamma  received  the  following 
communication : 

"Four  years  ago  I  entered  this 
noisome  and  horrible  retreat  for 
vapid  minds,  vacant  hearts  and 
slavish  souls,  and  four  weeks 
hence  I  shall  have  forgotten  the 
hideous  and  ghastly  nightmare 
of  this  incomparably,  this  incred- 
ibly fatuous  sojourn  in  the  land 
of  the  Idiotic,  with  a  complete- 
ness born  of  utter  distaste,  disre- 
gard and  disgust. 

"No  degree!  And  the  bitter 
blight  of  the  brutal  words  do  not 
strike  me  senseless  and  tearless 
into  the  abyss  of  yawning  im- 
becility! No  degree!  And 
hordes  of  reptilian,  nay,  insectiv- 
orous nonentities  crawl  and 
writhe  their  way  up  the  aisle  that 
I  would  not  tread,  were  it  paved 
with  the  mangled  and  shrinking 


victims  of  my  utter,  my  grandiose 
contempt!     No  degree! 

"Are  you  at  Atlantic  City  ?  If 
so,  I  will  go  down  to  the  sea,  my 
mother,  and  stay  there  in- 
definitely, till  the  nameless  ig- 
nominy under  which  I  writhe 
has  disappeared,  and  I  may  re- 
turn to  civilization  and  set  my 
heel  upon  the  venomous  head  of 
gossip  and  ridicule,  and  survey 
the  world  in  general  with  the  dis- 
dainful sneer  of  withering  and 
conscious    superiority. 

"Intensely   yours, 

"Jocosa." 
1901. 


Basket  Ball,  May  2,  1901. 

1901.  1902. 

Forwards. 

Laws Home Boyd 

Campbell ...  R.  F.  ...  Chandlee 
Cross L.  F Adams 

Centres. 

Miller C.  C.  ...Campbell 

(Capt.) 

Ayer R.  C.    ...  Gignoux 

Lord L.  C.  ...  Billmeyer 

Backs. 

Lewis Guard  1 . . .  .  Crane 

Fowler R.  B Congdon 

Buffum....   L.  B Cragin 

(Capt.) 

The  first  game  in  the  first 
set  of  preliminaries  for  the 
Basket  Ball  Championship  was 
played  by  1901  and  1902  on 
Thursday  afternoon,  May  2.  The 
game  resulted  in  a  tie,  the  score 
being  2  to  2. 
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In  the  first  five  minutes  of  the 
first  half,  Laws,  of  1901,  threw 
a  goal  from  the  field.  The  ball 
was  kept  at  1901's  end  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  first  half,  but 
there  were  no  more  goals  made, 
leaving  the  score  2  to  o  in  ioxdi's 
favor. 

In  the  second  half,  both  teams 
did  better  playing.  The  ball  was 
kept  at  1902's  end  most  of  the 
time,  and  Chandler,  of  1902, 
threw  a  goal  from  the  field  about 
the  middle  of  the  half.  There 
was  no  more  scoring  on  either 
side,  leaving  a  tie  of  2  to  2. 

After  the  second  half  was 
over,  both  sides  agreed  to  play 
an  additional  five  minutes  to 
play  off  the  tie,  but  neither  side 
scored. 

L.  M.  L.,  '03. 


1903.  1904. 

James R.  F Amy 

Sinclair .    Home    .  Van  Wagenen 


May  3. 

On  Friday,  May  3,  1903  won 
the  first  in  its  series  of  games 
with  1904.  From  start  to  finish 
the  game  was  almost  entirely  a 
battle  between  the  forwards  of 
1903  and  the  backs  of  1904,  so 
that  the  low  score  of  2-0,  by 
which  1903  won,  was  due  more 
to  the  excellent  playing  of  1904's 
backs  than  to  any  inferiority  in 
1903's  forwards.  James,  who 
made  the  goal,  and  White, 
played  particularly  well  for  1903, 
while  McCormick's  sure  catches 
and  Greene's  fast  play  were 
features  in  1904's  game.  The 
line-up  was  as  follows: 


Montague . 
Lovell .  . . 
White... 
Raymond . 

Meigs .... 
Watson. . 
Lange.  . . 


L.  F Pfaff 

R.  C Christie 

C.  C Greene 

.  L.  C Dudley 

(Woods) 

R.  B Rossiter 

Guard  McCormick 
L.  B Kellen 


May  6. 

The  second  game  of  the  series 
1 90 1  versus  1902  was  most  ex- 
citing, as  the  first  game  had 
shown  how  evenly  matched  the 
teams  were.  The  expectations 
of  a  close  game  were  not 
thwarted,  for  up  to  the  last  five 
minutes  the  game  was  a  tie.  Em- 
mons made  a  goal  for  1901  dur- 
ing the  first  half,  and  Adams 
made  one  for  1902  during  the 
second  half.  Then  Emmons 
made  one  on  a  free  throw,  leav- 
ing the  score  3-2  in  favor  of 
1 90 1.  The  line-up  was  as  fol- 
lows : 


1901. 

1902. 

Sinclair.  . . 

.   R.  F.   . 

.  .  Chandlee 

Emmons .  . , 

,  .  Home 

Boyd 

Laws 

. .  L.  F.  . 

Adams 

(Cross) 

Ayer 

.  R.  C.  . 

. .  Gignoux 

Miller 

.  C.  C.  . 

. .  Campbell 

Campbell.  . 

. .  L.  C.  . 

.  Billmeyer 

Williams.  . 

.  .  R.  B.  . 

. . Congdon 

(Laws) 

Fowler.  . . . 

Guard  . 

. . . .  Cragin 

Buffum. . . , 

.   L.  B.  . . 

Crane 

IO 
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May  7. 

In  the  second  game  of  the 
series,  1903  versus  1904,  1904 
came  out  victorious  by  a  score 
of  4-1.  During  the  first  half  no 
goal  was  made  by  either  side,  but 
at  the  opening  of  the  second  half 
Van  Wagenen  scored  for  1904. 
Soon  after,  Sinclair,  1903,  and 
Swindell,  1904,  each  made  a  free 
throw  and  Swindell  also  scored 
one  point  on  a  try  which  did  not 
go  in  because  the  goal-post  was 
shaken.  The  line-up  was  as  fol- 
lows: 


1903. 

1904. 

Montague.  . 

R.  F. 

Wood 

Sinclair 

Home  . 

. . .  Swindell 

James . . .  L. 

F.   .  .  Van  Wagenen 

Lovell 

.  R.  C. 

....  Christie 

White 

.  C.  C. 

Greene 

Raymond.  . 

. .  L.  C. 

Pfaff 

Meigs 

.  R.  B. 

.  . .  .Rossiter 

Watson 

Guard 

.  McCormick 

Lange 

.  L.  B. 

Kellen 

May  8. 

In  the  third  game  of  the  series 
1903  versus  1904,  1904  was  again 
victorious,  this  time  by  a  score 
of  2-0.  The  scoring  took  place 
in  the  first  half,  when  Van  Wag- 
enen threw  a  goal  from  the  field. 
The  game  was  very  closely  con- 
tested, both  teams  playing  fierce- 
ly and  evenly  throughout.  The 
result  of  this  game  admitted  1904 
to  the  finals.  The  line-up  was 
the  same  as  on  May  7. 

May  13. 

On  May  13  was  played  the  last 
game  of  the  series,  1901  versus 


1902.  The  game  was  hotly 
contested,  as  the  teams  were 
evenly  matched,  and  resulted  in 
a  hard- won  victory  for  1901.  The 
score  was  4-2,  Emmons  making 
two  goals  for  1901,  and  Boyd 
making  one  for  1902.  The  re- 
sult of  this  game  admitted  1901 
to  the  finals.  The  line-up  was  as 
follows : 


1901. 

1902. 

Sinclair.  . . 

.  R.  F.   . 

. .  Chandlee 

Emmons.  . 

.  .  Home  . 

Boyd 

Laws 

. .  L.  F.  . 

. . . .  Adams 

Ayer 

. . .  R.  C.  . 

.  Billmeyer 

Miller 

. .  C.  C.  . 

Baleh 

Lord 

. . .  L.  C. 

. .  Campbell 

Williams.  . 

. .  R.  B.  . 

. . Congdon 

Fowler.  .  .  , 

, .  Guard  . 

Buffum. . . 

. .  L.  B.  . 

Crane 

May  15. 

In  the  first  of  the  series  of 
games  for  the  championship, 
1901  secured  a  \signal  victory 
over  1904  by  a  score  of  11-0. 
During  the  first  half  Emmons 
made  two  goals  and  scored  one 
on  a  free  throw,  while  Van  Wag- 
enen scored  on  a  free  throw  for 
1904.  In  the  second  half  the 
scoring  was  done  by  Emmons, 
who  made  three  goals.  1904 
made  a  very  brave  fight,  but  the 
remarkable  strength  of  idol's 
backs  and  the  notable  skill  of  her 
forwards  won  the  day.  The 
line-up  was  as  follows  : 

1901.  1904. 

Sinclair....    R.  F Amy 

Emmons.  Home  .Van  Wagenen 

Laws L.  F., Wood 

Ayer R.  C Pfaff 

Miller C.  C Greene 
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1901. 
Campbell . 
Williams . 
Fowler. . . 
Buffum.  . 


1904. 

.  L.  C Christie 

.  R.  B Kellen 

Guard  .McCormick 
.  .  L.  B.  . .  .Rossiter 


In  the  second  half  Emmons 
threw  one  more  goal  from  the 
field,  running  the  score  up  to 
8-0.  This  game  won  the  cham- 
pionship for  1 90 1.  The  line-up 
was  as  follows: 


May  17. 

The  final  game  of  the  season 
was  played  on  Friday,  May  17. 
1904  played  a  strong  game,  but 
not  strong  enough  to  withstand 
1901's  powerful  team. 

In  the  first  half  Emmons  made 
two  goals  from  the  field  and  two 
free  throws,  making  a  total  of 
6-0  in  favor  of  1901. 


1901. 
Sinclair.  . 
Emmons 
Cross .... 

Ayer 

Miller.... 
Campbell . 
Williams . 
Fowler . .  . 
Buffum.  . 


1904. 

.  R.  F Wood 

Home  .Van  Wagrenen 


.  L.  F.  . 
.  R.  C. 
. .  C.  C.  . 
. .  L.  C. 
. .  R.  B. 
Guard  .  . 
.  L.  B.  . 


Amy 

. .  .  Christie 
....  Greene 

Pfaff 

. .  .  Rossiter 
McCormick 
Kellen 


SYNOPSIS  OF  SCORES. 


Date. 
MayJ  2.  .  . 
May  3.  .  . 
May  6.  .  . 
May  7.  .  . 
May  8.  .  . 
May  13 .  . 
May  15  .  . 
May  17  .    . 


Team. 
1901 
1903 
1901 
1903 
1903 
1901 
1 901 
190 1 


Score. 
2 
2 

3 

1 
o 

4 
11 


Team. 
1902 
1904 
1902 
1904 
1904 
1902 
1904 
1904 


Score. 
2 
O 
2 

4 
2 
2 

1 
o 


Victor. 
Tie 
1903 
1901 
1904 
1904 
1901 
1901 
1901 


Total. 
2-2 
2-0 
3-2 

4-0 

2-0 
4-2 

II-O 

8-0 


Sonnet  to  an  Old  Friend. 

In  thee,  my  old  red  skirt,  ah! 
never  more 
Shall  I  in  sports  Olympic,  un- 
dismayed 
Contend,  and  proudly  brave  the 
field  of  gore, 
Than     Sheba's     queen     more 
gorgeously  arrayed! 
What  though  in  Freshman  vic- 
tories thou  didst  fade? 
Thou  hadst  a  facing  purplish 
crimson    still, 
And  when  a  greater  length  con- 
vention bade, 


In  strange  discord  it  did  that 
task  fulfill. 
And  then  my  Senior  shins  sweet 
Susie's  skill 
Veiled, — with  a   scarlet  band 
thy  border  'round, 
'Till  mid  the  modes  of  Paris,  at 
no  bill 
Could    skirt    so    eclatante    as 
thou  be  found. 
Alas !        My   days   of   glory   all 

have  sped, — 
A     storehouse     trunk     is     thy 
eternal  bed. 

C.  M.  W.,  '01. 
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A  Book  of  Bryn  Mawr   Sto- 
ries. 

When  the  news  was  spread 
through  the  college  that  there 
was  to  be  a  book  of  Bryn  Mawr 
stories  published,  there  arose  a 
feeling  of  regret  that  this  should 
have  been  necessary  and  a  feel- 
ing of  dread  of  what  was  to 
come.  There  is  generally  so 
much  to  be  made  fun  of  in  crude 
attempts  to  picture  College  life. 
The  College  spirit  is  ludicrous 
and  the  students  as  they  make 
themselves  known  in  conversa- 
tion are  perfectly  flat  and  insipid 
The  undergraduate  naturally 
dreads  appearing  as  the  mo- 
notonous all-around  girl  with 
no  distinction  and  a  good  deal 
of  the  silly;  she  dreads  above 
everything  to  have  an  attempt 
made  to  portray  Bryn  Mawr 
spirit  which  must  lose  in  the 
striving  for  the  concrete. 

The  book  has  at  last  appeared 
and  really  there  is  nothing  to  be 
ashamed  of.  There  are  a  few 
rather  silly  passages  and  two  of 
the  stories  do  border  on  the 
"cheap"  in  their  conversations 
and  descriptions.  This  was  most 
to  be  dreaded,  but  we  really  have 
escaped  well,  for  the  tone  on  the 
whole  is  earnest  and  dignified. 
It  cannot  do  justice  to  the  Bryn 
Mawr  spirit,  but  the  editors  ex- 
pressly state  that  they  did  not 
hope  to  do  that.  Most  of  the 
stories  have  a  very  serious  turn, 
but  there  is  the  tendency  here  to 
take  things  seriously,  and  a  high 
seriousness    about   mole-hills    is 


better  than  fudge-parties  and 
girly  talks.  There  is  through 
many  of  the  stories  a  strong  un- 
dercurrent of  devotion  to  the  Col- 
lege, a  sense  of  great  indebted- 
ness to  her,  and  to  loving  remem- 
brances of  her  different  aspects. 
Especially  is  this  to  be  noted  in 
the  older  alumnae's  stories.  It 
is  quite  inspiring,  especially  to 
the  older  of  the  undergraduates, 
to  find  how  much  the  alumnae 
feel  they  owe  to  Bryn  Mawr.  It 
gives  the  Senior  a  good  chance 
to  be  sentimental. 

The  book  will  probably  be  en- 
joyed by  alumnae  and  under- 
graduates, for  this  feeling  of  de- 
votion and  also  for  the  extremely 
good  bits  of  local  color.  One 
cannot  judge  of  how  an  out- 
sider will  care  for  them,  but 
we  enjoy  hearing  good  des- 
criptions of  the  May  Day 
Fetes.  We  know  and  like  to 
be  reminded  of  the  beauties  of 
the  cherry  trees  beside  Pembroke, 
a  moonlight  night  on  the  cam- 
pus, and  the  long  walks  down 
the  Gulph.  They  must  recall 
memories  we  all  want  never  to 
forget. 

But  to  look  at  the  book  from 
an  outsider's  point  of  view,  what 
is  there  of  interest?  It  must  be 
confessed  the  stories  are  "indom- 
itably dull."  In  May  Time  has 
an  entertaining  plot,  but  there  is 
a  certain  similarity  in  it  to 
other  college  stories.  Catharine's 
Career  is  rather  interesting  as  it 
reads,  but  the  end  is  like  the  end 
of  a  Freshman  play,  needless  to 
say,  poor.     Amateur  stories  do 
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not  have  snap  and  these  are  no 
exception ;  they  do  not  get  any- 
where. The  first  story  is  one  of 
the  best,  but  an  outsider  would 
find  it  slow  work  to  wade 
through  discussion  and  descrip- 
tion interesting  as  it  is  to  the 
more  strenuous  Bryn  Mawr  stu- 
dent. Free  Among  the  Dead 
and  The  Apostasy  of  Anita  Fiske 
mean  absolutely  nothing  to  the 
average  mind.  And  so  they  go, 
by  no  means  good  stories. 

There  might  be  expected  some 
well-drawn  characters  as  a  result 
of  the  love  for  analysis  in  the 
Bryn  Mawr  student, .  but  there 
is  not  one  that  stands  out.  We 
get  no  impression  of  any  distinct 
phase  of  our  student  type.  They 
are  not  silly  for  the  most  part, 
but  in  two  or  three  stories  there 
is  something  of  the  "homogene- 
ous pill."  Perhaps  each  per- 
son tried  to  draw  the  typical 
Bryn  Mawr  girl  with  all  the 
characteristics  instead  of  differ- 
entiating them  as  they  ought  to 
be.  At  any  rate  there  is  signal 
failure  in  representing  any  live 
person. 

When  the  book  is  finished,  one 
feels  there  is  no  harm  done  by 
the  publication.  Outsiders  will 
not  be  interested  enough  to  give 
it  a  wide  circulation.  The  ques- 
tion is  what  is  the  use?  There 
is  no  distinct  impression  of  any 
one  thing,  nothing  startlingly 
good  or  bad.  The  book  must 
mean  nothing  to  an  outsider,  but 
the  undergraduate  may  like  it 
for  the  feeling  of  the  alumnae  she 
reads  between  its  lines. 

1901. 


1902  Class  Song. 
I. 

Not  by  drifting,  not  by  rowing, 

High  ambitions  we  attain, 
And  as  years  are  onward  flow- 
ing 

We  our  efforts  ever  strain ; 
With  perfection,  truth  and  honor 

We  would  fain  our  life  endue, 
And  of  glory  be  the  donor 

To  Bryn  Mawr  and  1902. 

II. 

The   time   is   swiftly   flying, 
Friends    and    comrades    soon 
must  part, 
But  thy  love  will  last  undying 

Within  each  loyal  heart. 
May  the  future  years  then  find 
us 
Ever  worthy  to  the  blue, 
And  constant  to  the  ties  that  bind 
us 
To  Bryn  Mawr  and  1902. 

Chorus. 
A  hearty  cheer  for  1902, 

Come  give  it,  with  a  will, 
Though  future  years  bring  inter- 
ests new 

We'll  be  faithful  to  thee  still. 
Thy  symbol  be  our  guide  forever, 

The  honest  flag  of  blue, 
Loving  always,  failing  never, 

We  hail  thee,  1902. 


1  wo  Points  of  View. 

The  influences  of  a  Southern 
afternoon  were  stealing  over  the 
woods,  silent  and  restful.  It  was 
not  later  than  three  o'clock,  but 
twilight  already,  for  we  were 
under  the  shadow  of  a  great 
mountain,    which    rose    like    a 
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guardian  spirit  over  the  green 
valley  below.  We  turned  our 
horses'  heads  toward  a  steep  path 
which  ran  up  the  mountain 
where  wild  clematis  and  hops 
made  an  almost  impassable  mass 
of  undergrowth,  and  huge  rho- 
dodendrons brushed  our  faces  as 
we  passed. 

At  last  we  reached  a  tiny 
stream  from  which  a  well-beaten 
path  led  to  a  log  cabin  perched 
upon  the  steep  ridge,  apparently 
in  contradiction  to  the  law  of 
gravity.  Impelled  by  curiosity, 
we  rode  up  to  the  door.  A 
swarm  of  shock-headed,  bare- 
footed children  came  running  out 
to  meet  us,  followed  by  a  tired- 
looking  woman  with  a  pipe  in  her 
mouth,  who  asked  us  into  the 
house.  A  girl  appeared  in  the 
doorway,  eyeing  us  suspiciously, 
but  was  promptly  sent  to  "fetch 
some  cheers." 

She  was  tall  and  slight,  with 
a  pair  of  fierce,  black  eyes,  and 
the  strikingly  pale  complexion 
common  to  so  many  of  the  moun- 
tain women. 

"Your  daughter  is  a  handsome 
woman,"  I  remarked. 

"She  ain't  none  o'  mine,"  the 
woman  retorted  angrily,  as  she 
tilted  her  chair  back  against  the 
wall.  "She  war  Jim  Briston's 
gal — Jim,  he  war  a  moonshiner 
what  got  killed  in  a  skirmish  at 
Bar  Crick  with  the  officers.  Yer 
see  Jim  war  powerful  keerless 
an'  said  he  waren't  afeerd  o' 
nuthin'  and  so  he  done  kerry  his 
wiskey  ter  toawn.  The  officers 
they  war  jes'  a-hankerin'  arter 
a  fight  and  the  tetch  done  set  'em 


off  and  they  shot  him  plum 
dead  on  the  spot.  Sence  thin, 
Sal  noaw  she  ain't  no  use  fer 
furrinners,  so  you-uns  best  ter 
leave  her  by  herself." 

Just  then  the  girl's  face  ap- 
peared at  the  door  and  the  wo- 
man beckoned  us  to  keep  still. 
We  took  the  opportunity  to  look 
about  the  little  hut.  With  the 
contempt  of  one  brought  up  in 
the  city,  we  wondered  how  any 
one  could  live  in  the  dingy  little 
cabin  of  two  rooms. 

The  floor  was  covered  by 
rough  boards  and  the  walls  were 
of  logs  with  newspapers  fastened 
here  and  there.  One  gaudy  ad- 
vertisement glared  forth  from  a 
white-washed  spot.  There  were 
two  beds  in  the  room  and  three 
chairs,  all  of  which  gave  un- 
steadily as  we  sat  upon  them. 

In  the  corner  on  a  rickety  table 
lay  a  bunch  of  tissue-paper 
flowers. 

A  feeling  of  intense  pity  for 
the  miserable  pathos  of  it  all 
came  over  me.  Could  a  more 
wretched  existence  be  imagined? 
The  woman  refilled  her  pipe. 

"Where  be  you-uns  from?" 
she  asked. 

When  we  told  her  that  we 
lived  in  Iowa,  a  look  of  pity  crept 
over  her  face. 

"But  ye  ain't  got  no  mountings 
out  thar — be  ye?" 

We  shook  our  heads. 

"I  know  we-uns  seem  wild  to 
ye,"  she  said,  "but  I  love  it  all. 
I  couldn't  leave  these,"  pointing 
to  the  mountains,  looking  dark 
and  forbidding  in  the  gloom. 
Then    she    leaned    towards    us. 
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"Why  don'  you-uns  come  daown 
hyar  ter  live?"  she  said.  "Ye 
could  make  a  mighty  aisy  livin' 
off'n  nuthin'  mor'n  fifteen 
M.  M.,  '03. 


acres. 


The  San  Toy  Tea. 

One  of  the  prettiest  affairs  of 
the  year  was  the  "San  Toy  Tea" 
given  by  1904  to  1901  on  May 
11.  It  was  to  have  taken  place 
out  of  doors,  but  owing  to  the 
rain  the  Freshmen  and  their 
guests  were  obliged  to  take  shel- 
ter in  the  gymnasium,  and  the 
tea  was  turned  into  a  dance  with 
the  San  Toy  "stunts"  coming  be- 
tween the  dances.  The  first  se- 
lection was  "It's  Nice  to  be  a 
Boy,  Sometimes,"  with  Miss 
Hope  Woods  as  a  most  attractive 
San  Toy.  After  the  ohs !  and 
ahs !  of  admiration  had  been 
drowned  by  the  music,  and  every 
one  was  entirely  breathless,  the 
Mandarin  Zen  How  and  his  six 
little  wives  came  forward,  and 
delighted  us  with  their  song  and 
umbrella.  Miss  Phyllis  Green's 
"Rhoda  and  Her  Pagoda,"  with 
the  accompanying  dance,  was 
charming. 

Miss  Chauvenet  was  inimitable 
as  Li.  After  an  amusing  recita- 
tion from  Miss  Amy,  the  gas 
was  turned  out,  and  the  familiar 
gymnasium  seemed  changed  to 
fairy  land,  lighted  by  brilliant 
lanterns  swinging  in  time  to  the 
music  of  "Maid  in  the  Moon." 
Everyone  was  sorry  when  "Thou 
Gracious  Inspiration"  was  be- 
gun, and  the  Seniors  returned 
home  to  dream  of  charming 
Japanese  maidens. 


1901's  Junior-Senior  Song. 

When  we  were  fresh  our  lives 
were  very  gay, 
And  we  had  our  fill  of  fun, 
We   played   and   we   sang,    we 
wasted  time  all  day, 
And  we  swore  by  1901. 

CHORUS. 

Oh,  the  weary  years  may  roll, 
And  the  Freshman  days  are 
far, 
And   we,   poor   souls,    who   are 
outcasts  in  the  world, 
Our   hearts   they   are   left   in 
Bryn  Mawr. 

When  we  were  Sophs  our  trials 
quickly  came; 
Our  trials  were  not  few, 
For  we  had  to  hustle  to  keep  go- 
ing in  the  game, 
Since  we  met  with  1902. 

CHORUS. 

Oh,  the  weary  years  may  roll, 
And  the  Sophomore  days  are 
far,  etc. 

As  Seniors  now  we  melancholy 
stand, 
And  we  sing  our  songs  once 
more, 
Just  drop  us  a  tear  and  lend  us 
a  hand 
For  the  sake  of  the  good  time 
o'er. 

CHORUS. 

Oh,  the  weary  years  may  roll, 
And  we  will  soon  be  far,  etc. 

For  the  Juniors  behind  us  let  us 
raise  a  rousing  cheer, 
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the;  fortnightly  philistink. 


And  cheer  for  1902 ; 
May  you  have  in  your  places, 
about  this  time  next  year, 
A  class  as  fine  as  you. 


CHORUS. 


Oh,  the  weary  years  may  roll, 
And  we  will  soon  be  far,  etc. 


igo2's  Junior-Senior  Song. 

Our  College  days  soon  will  be 

ended, 
We  stand  here  to-night  side  by 

side, 
With  our  old   friendly    rivalry 

blended 


In  loyalty  true  and  tried. 
Come  fill  up  your  glasses,  and 
shoulder  to  shoulder 
We  drink  to  thee,  fair  1901. 


Though  years  pass  away,  love  for 
thee  ne'er  will  smoulder 
Nor  fail  thee  until  life  is  done. 
Let  us  pledge  ourselves  then  e'er 
we're  parted 
That  always,  wherever  we  are, 
To  be  loyal  steadfast  and  true 
hearted 
To  the  old  friendships  of  Bryn 
Mawr. 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Alphabet. 


i.  Look  at  Ma-ry's  new  hat!  It  is  for 
the  gar-den  par-ty.  Do  you  think  it  is  pret-ty? 
No.  Do  you  think  it  is  be-com-ing?  Oh,  no. 
Is  it  com-fort-able  ?  No,  Susan  ;  it  is  not  com- 
fort-able, but  it  is  prop-er. 
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2.  Will  that  girl  ev-er 
stop  walk-ing?  Oh,  yes;  the 
girl  will  stop  in  a  few  weeks. 
She  is  mak-ing  up  Gym 
Drills. 


3.  What  is  this  green  book,  ma?  Oh,  my 
child,  it  is  on-ly  green  on  the  out-side.  It  is  the 
Phil-is-tine. 

Are  we  com-pli-men-tary  ?  Wc  arc  com- 
pli-men-tary.  1901. 
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45  STYLES 

EVERY  LEATHER 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


"SOROSIS" 

It  really  doesn't  take  an  expert 
mathematician  to  figure  out 
that  "Sorosis"  Shoes  at  $3.50 
net  are  cheaper  than  the  $6.00 
kind,  to  accommodate  the  10 
per  cent  discount. 

$3.50     G-  p-  SNYDER  &  CO. 

always  1314  Chestnut  Street 


JTITTTTTTTTTTTTTT!  I  I  I  I  I  I  I  H  I  I  I  II' IHII1T1  T  T  T  T  T  T  »  T  ?  T  T  T  T  TT  T  T  Tl  T  TTT  T  TT  TT'TT  T  T  T  T  T  T  1  T  I  TTT  1  >  f  T  I  TT  >  > 1 1  1  TTTTI Tl rf7V 


SCHREIBER   &   KERR 


Ladies'  Tailors 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET.... 

PHILADELPHIA 


fliAirtflC    for    Mornin8    Wear* 

UVWII9    WaIkingt    Traveling, 

Yachting,  and  Costumes  for  all 
kinds  of  Outdoor  Sports  and  Pas- 
times    <#     &     J*     J*     ^     <*     <2* 


*iiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiinii.i..ii,,i,,,i,.,i mniiiiiLjiiiii 
TTTTTTTfTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT  T TTTTTTTTTTTTTTT TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT 1 
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M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 

VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North 
Ninth  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Costumera 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

IMPORTERS  AND  MAKERS  OF 

Women's 
Hats  *  * 

824-826  CHESTNUT   STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 
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The  Ritten- 
housc 


** 


A  lady's  boot  made 
in  the  heavier  style 
by  workmen  accus- 
tomed  to  making 
men's  boots.  $5.00 

J.  P.  TWADDELL 

1210-12  Market  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472,474,476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Conse0stf°"tde^ce 


SPECTACLES  AND 
EYEGLASSES 


QUEEN  &  CO. 

OPTICIANS 

1010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


"The Thompson  Sailor  Suit"  $20 


"Oxford  Pedestrian  Skirt"  $15 


"Scarborough  Suit" 


#45 


Double-breasted  Scarborough  Jacket,  velvet 
collar,  Vierzon  style,  lined  Duchess  satin, 
three-piece  skirt,inverted  plaits, bottom  finished 
with  Raudnitz  band. 

The  usual  price  of  a  suit  tailored  and 
finished  like  the  above  is  $60  to  $65. 


E    O    THOMPSON'S    SONS 
KSStopBS18  910  Walnut  Street 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OP 

Finest  Millinery ,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin  Underwear 

1 2 14  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  dellclona 

Stephen   F.  Whitman  &  Son 

1316  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOICS  and...... 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

J222  Chestnut  Street 

Philadelphia 


DREKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


JOHNS.  TROWER... 

Caterer 

5706  Main  Street       Germantown 


Weddings  and  Receptions,  Dinners  and  launches 
served  in  the  latest  style.  Special  attention  given 
to  College  Entertainments  and  Class  Suppers. 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

McClees  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  St. 


Pictures  -"••• 


Sole  Agents  for 
The  Soule 
Photograph  Co. 
of  Boston 


Frames 


The  Bryn  Mawr 
Pennant 

Stick  Pins  Brooches 

Lockets  Hat  Pins 

Belt  Buckles,  etc. 

The  very  latest  and  most  beautiful  stylet  in 
ladies'  jawnlry  for  this  season. 

The  Bailey,  Banks  &  Biddle  Co. 

CHESTNUT  AND  TWELFTH    STS. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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George  W*  Burke 

1206  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Importer  and  Maker 
FINE  FURS 
Street  Gowns 
For  Lined  "Wraps 
Opera  Cloaks 


BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cumberland 
Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films, 
•tc.     Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice. 


1223  ChestnntSt. 

»   ,->  g 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE;   PRICKS 

DOLLARD    &  CO. 


PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  n  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKB  ROSEMONT 


Class  Pins  and  Rings,  Society 
Emblems,  Prize  Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Furnished 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 


Attractive      trfe*  popular 
Wall  Papers^!*  PR,CES 

A.  L.  Dl ANIENT  <£  CO. 
1624  CHESTNUT  STREET,  RHILA.,  PA. 

TDe  Bip  lilawr  PKannacies^ 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.  All  kinds 

of  Stationery.     Prescriptions   a  Specialty. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly 

CHRISTIAN   MOORE 

B.  K.  WILSON  efe  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue 
BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Specialists  in  Fine  Shoe  Repairing  and 
dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  first 
class  hand  laundry,  for  fine  work 
only,  and  guarantee  satisfaction. 

Special  Prices  to  Students 


Avil  Printing  Company 
Printers  and  Publishers 
3943-49  Market  Street 
Philadelphia  ^  J>  *  J> 


Pennsylvania  Railroad 


In  Effect  November  26,  1900. 


Philadelphia  to  Bryn  Mawr. 


Bryn  Mawr  to  Philadelphia. 


A.  M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

A.M. 

A.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

P.  M. 

fl2  01 

8  45 

12  15 

*3  40 

*5  42 

9  15 

6  18 

8  48 

12  18 

4  18 

7  18 

10  48 

6  00 

9  45 

*12  40 

3  45 

5  45 

9  45 

6  48 

*9  08 

12  48 

4  48 

*7  30 

11  18 

6  15 

10  15 

12  45 

*4  12 

*6  13 

10  15 

7  18 

9  18 

1  18 

*5  12 

7  48 

11  48 

6  35 

10  45 

1  15 

4  15 

6  15 

10  45 

*7  40 

*9  38 

1  48 

5  18 

8  18 

6  45 

11  45 

1  45 

*4  42 

6  45 

*11  29 

7  48 

9  48 

2  18 

5  48 

8  48 

7  15 

2  15 

4  45 

7  15 

11  30 

*8  10 

10  18 

2  48 

6  18 

9  18 

7  45 

2  45 

*5  09 

7  45 

8  18 

10  48 

3  18 

0  48 

9  48 

8  15 

3  15 

5  15 

8  15 

*8  36 

11  18 

3  48 

7  02 

10  18 

SUNDAY  TRAINS. 


A.  M. 


P.  M       P.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M. 


A.  M.       A.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M.       P.  M. 


7  00 

8  15 
»  15 

9  45 

10  45 

11  45 


12  45 

3  45 

7  15 

11  45 

7  18 

11  48 

12  48 

5  48 

8  48 

1  15 

4  45 

8  15 

7  48 

1  48 

6  18 

9  18 

1  45 

5  15 

9  15 

8  48 

2  48 

6  48 

9  48 

2  15 

5  45 

9  45 

9  48 

3  48 

7  18 

10  18 

2  45 

6  15 

10  15 

10  18 

4  48 

7  48 

10  48 

3  15 

6  45 

11  15 

10  48 

5  18 

8  18 

11  18 

♦Express  Trains. 


fDaily,  except  Monday. 


PENNSYLVANIA     RAILROAD 

Personally  Conducted  Tours 


The  educational  features  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad's  Per- 
sonally-Conducted Tours  to 

CALIFORNIA, 

FLORIDA, 

OLD  POINT  COMFORT  and 

WASHINGTON 

are  appreciated  by  none  so  fully  as  by  those  who  are  already  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  along  the  academic  path.  These  tours 
afford  a  comprehensiveness  and  a  breadth  unequaled  by  the 
most  exhaustive  courses. 


For  information  concerning  the  tours  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  addreis  Geo.  W.  BOYD, 
Assistant  General  Passenger  Agent,  Broad  Street  Station,  Philadelphia. 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON, 

General  Manager. 


J.  R.  WOOD, 

General  Passenger  Agent. 


Women's 

Extension  Edge,  Thin  and  Heavy  Soled 

Low  Shoes 

in  Patent  Leather  and  Kid 

$3.50 

Not  like  other  girls'.  Good 
job,  too,  because  if  they  were 
they  wouldn't  be  any  better 
and  it  would  be  no  use  tell- 
ing you  about  them       ::       :: 

COUSINS,  Shoemakers^ 
1226  Chestnut  Street,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


The  World's  Largest  Furniture 
Emporium 


WEIvL,  indeed,  has  it  been  said  that  "The  truly  great  rest  in  the 
knowledge  of  their  own  deserts,  nor  seek  the  confirmation  of 
the  world. ' '  We  do  not  tell  the  public  from  time  to  time  that 
this  is  the  largest  furniture,  carpet,  drapery  and  bedding  store 
in  the  world  merely  because  it's  a  truth  and  that  we  want  to  boast,  but 
that  they  may  clearly  understand  why  there  are  such  unequalled  oppor- 
tunities offered  here,  day  in  and  day  out,  year  in  and  year  out. 

To  be  in  such  an  enviable  position  requires  largeness,  not  only  in  the 
size  of  our  plant,  our  workrooms  or  our  showrooms,  but  largeness  in  our 
ability  and  willingness  to  buy  in  enormous  quantities  the  materials  used 
in  furniture  construction.  Our  attainment  of  these  desirable  conditions 
in  the  conduct  of  our  business  enables  us  to  bring  the  cost  of  the  articles 
down  to  such  low  figures  that  smaller  dealers  have  long  ago  ceased 
attempting  to  match  them. 

This  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  leading  store  in  its  line  in  the  world. 
A  pleasant  trip  of  five  minutes  by  ferry  from  Philadelphia  brings  you 
here.  The  completeness  of  variety,  exclusiveness  of  stock,  superiority 
of  quality  and  the  positive  money-savings,  are  all  so  evident  that  the 
greatest  skeptic  no  longer  doubts. 

Two  hundred  thousand  dollars  are  annually  saved  to  the  public  by 
our  methods  of  buying,  manufacturing  and  store-keeping.  Strong  state- 
ment that ;  but  when  our  inexpensive  location,  large  cash  buying,  labor- 
saving  machinery,  and  many  other  methods  of  economizing  are  considered, 
there  is  little  reason  to  doubt  its  truth  for  a  moment. 

We  sell  furniture  that  is  manufactured  with  a  view  to  permanency — 
the  kind  in  which  there  is  a  wealth  of  refinement,  and  that  will  be  a 
life-long  companion.  Goodness  in  furniture  can  always  be  found  in  this 
big,  bright,  comprehensive  and  cheery  home-furnishing  store.  Its  always 
changing,  remodeling,  adding  to  and  taking  from  make  a  continual 
bargain  day  at  the  big  Van  Sciver  store.  Bargains  abound  here  as  they 
cannot  elsewhere. 

Remember  there  is  everything  requisite  to  home  furnishing  here — 
furniture,  carpets,  draperies,  wall  papers  and  interior  decorations  of  every 
kind  and  in  almost  unlimited  varieties. 

J.  B.  Van  Sciver  Co. 

Five  minutes  by  Railroad  Ferry,  foot  of  Market  Street,  Philadelphia 
Right  Hand  Door.     Boat  lands  at  our  Warerooms 

CAMDEN,  N.  J. 


r  Perfect  Shoes  for  Women™! 


Our  Woman's  $4  Boot 

Beyond  question  the  greatest  value  for  the  price  ever  pro- 
duced.   All  leathers  and  correct  shapes. 


Our  Woman's  $5  Boot 

No  other  boot  compares  with  our  $5  boot.  It  is  by  long 
odds  the  most  stylish  and  dressiest  boot  to  be  found.  Made 
on  a  large  variety  of  lasts,  and  in  all  leathers. 


Slippers 

We  excel  in  the  making  of  slippers,  and  nowhere  elsewill  be  found  as 
,     full  and  complete  assortment  as  ours.    We  mention  a  few  from  our 
large  and  varied  stock  : 

PATENT  LEATHER  -  -  -  $3.50  up. 
FANCY  BEADED  -  -  -  -  $3.50  up. 
BOUDOIR,  Red,  Black  and  Tan        -         $1.00. 


Ornaments  for  Slippers 

We  have  an  endless  variety  of  the  latest  and  most  fashionable  ornaments. 
Our  expert  trimmers  will  put  them  on  without  charge. 


A  badly  fitted  Shoe  to  .  not  only  a.  great   discomfort,  but  an  extravagance. 

The     fitting    of    our    Shoes    Is  DOSE    OKLT    BY    EXPERIENCED 

PERSONS,    thus    insuring    perfect   comfort    and    economical 

wearing.      All   of  which    would    be    wasted    time    and 

trouble  if  the  Shoes  were  not  CORRECTLY  made. 


COUSINS, 


Shoemakers 


1226  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


The  World's  Largest  Furnitun 
Emporium 


WELL,  indeed,  has  it  been  said  that  '!  The  truly  great  rest  in  the 
knowledge  of  their  own  deserts,  nor  seek  the  confirmation  of 
the  world . ' '      We  do  not  tell  the  public  from  time  to  time  that 
this  is  the  largest  furniture,  carpet,  drapery  and  bedding  store 
in  the  world  merely  because  it's  a  truth  and  that  we  want  to  boast,  but 
that  they  may  clearly  understand  why  there  are  such  unequalled  oppor- 
tunities offered  here,  day  in  and  day  out,  year  in  and  year  out. 

•  To  be  in  such  an  enviable  position  requires  largeness,  not  only  in  the 
size  of  our  plant,  our  workrooms  or  our  showrooms,  but  largeness  in  our 
ability  and  willingness  to  buy  in  enormous  quantities  the  materials  used 
in  furniture  construction.  Our  attainment  of  these  desirable  conditions 
in  the  conduct  of  our  business  enables  us  to  bring  the  cost  of  the  articles 
down  to  such  low  figures  that  smaller  dealers  have  long  ago  ceased 
attempting  to  match  them. 

This  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  leading  store  in  its  line  in  the  world. 
A  pleasant  trip  of  five  minutes  by  ferry  from  Philadelphia  brings  you 
here.  The  completeness  of  variety,  exclusivehess  of  stock,  superiority 
of  quality  and  the  positive  money-savings,  are  all  so  evident  that  the 
greatest  skeptic  no  longer  doubts. 

Two  hundred  thousand  dollars  are  annually  saved  to  the  public  by 
our  methods  of  buying,  manufacturing  and. store-keeping.  Strong  state- 
ment that ;  but  when  our'  inexpensive  location,  large  cash  buying,  labor- 
saving  machinery,  and  many  other  methods  of  economizing  are  considered, 
there  is  little  reason  to  doubt  its  truth  for  a  moment. 

We  sell  furniture  that  is  manufactured  with  a  view  to  permanency — 
the  kind  in  which  there  is  a  wealth  of  refinement,  and  that  will  be  a 
life-long  companion.  Goodness  in  furniture  can  always  be  found  in  this 
big,  bright,  comprehensive  and  cheery  home-furnishing  store.  Its  always 
changing,  remodeling,  adding  to  and  taking  from  make  a  continual 
bargain  day  at  the  big  Van  Sciver  store.  Bargains  abound  here  as  they 
cannot  elsewhere. 

Remember  there  is  everything  requisite  to  home  furnishing  here — 
furniture,  carpets,  draperies,  wall  papers  and  interior-decorations  of  every 
kind  and  in  almost  unlimited  varieties. 

J.  B.  Van  Sciver  Co. 

Five  minutes  by  Railroad  Ferry,  foot  of  Market  Street,  Philadelphia 
Right  Hand  Door.     Boat  lands  at  our  Warerooms 

CAMDEN,  N.  J. 
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